




















Benson and Hedges Cigarettes in red velour box, 100 for 22/6. 
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BENSON .-/ HEDGES There is always a very particular pleasure in selecting a 


Ohyistinas 
(ft: Sachs 


Benson and Hedges No. 5 Cigarettes in shagreen Be 


nished box, 100 for 25/-, 200 for 50/- 


BENSON &© HEDGES LTD 


nson and [ledges Cigarettes in Presentation packs 


gift which represents the best of its kind. 


It is an established tradition with Benson and Hedges that 


only the finest of fine tobaccos and supreme care in the 


making can provide cigarettes worthy of occasions, such as 


Christmas, when only the best will do. 


and for all the year round Benson and Hedges 
Cigarettes in the famous red tin 20 for 4/1. 


OLD BOND STREET + LONDON +: W 


Taw 


100 for 20/5 or 50 for 10/24. 
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RUNZLE 


... such perfect choice 


ART DESSERT 


Chocolate Assortment 


and “ CRACKNUT ” 
Assorted Nuts & Hard Centres 


... like Kunzle Cakes 
— a compliment to good taste 


C. Kunzle Ltd., Birmingham, England 
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electric cooker 


cooks more—cooks better... 


THE NEW CREDA STAR reaily is an 
amazing electric cooker. Huge cooking capacity 
— the oven’s nearly as wide as the cooker and 
also unusually deep. And it’s a better oven than 
ever before (even from Creda!) thanks to 
completely new methods of heating, insulation 
and door sealing. Which all adds up tomore room 
for cooking, faster and more | t 

even heating, greater economy 4-|_. 


and the right size for your kitchen! r 


In spite of its much greater cooking capacity the new Creda star takes less 
kitchen space! (Width only 184”). The secret? That full-width, full-depth 
oven: and design that puts every available inch of the star to work to give 
you better cooking. Other srar points: the perfect heat control, smooth 
lines, finest porcelain enamel SEE the Creda star at your nearest Electricity 


Service Centre or Electrical Contractor's Showrooms today. 

No Purchase Tax—easy terms avai'able—cash prices from only £27 

Write for illustrated leaflets to: Creda Division 

Simplex Electric Co Ltd Creda Works Blythe Bridge Staffs ey 
London Showrooms: 217-219 Tottenham Court Road WI! 








Lucky man, with his 

Anglepoise! Clean light 

from any angle at a finger 

touch doubles reading’s 
delight, makes writing a pleasure. 
Lucky, too, if he can keep it from 
her—with her knitting, needlework 
or dressmaking. 

Anglepoise needs only a 25 or 40 
watt bulb and can be seen at any store 
or electrician’s. It costs from 94/8 in 
Black, Cream or Crearh-and-Gold. 
Or you can send for Booklet 26. 


* 
Terry Anglepoise is the cleverest lamp A 


Pat. all countries Sole Makers: Herbert Terry & Sons, Ltd., Redditch, Worcs. 
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EMPIRE ASSORTED 
by 


Huntley & Falmers 


the first name you think of tx 


Biscuits 


1/3 per 4, lb. in hygienic airtight packets 





Here to stay, but... 


Contemporary styles have come to stay ; 
but where fireplaces are concerned, 
there are a great many people 
who still prefer the bluff tradi- 
tional lines. From the House 

of Royal Venton you will find 
designs to please all tastes 

and the superlative quality 

and craftsmanship for 

which we have always 

been renowned. 


ROYAL 
VENTON 


FIREPLACES 


JOHN STEVENTON & SONS LTD - BURSLEM 
Tel: Stoke-on-Trent 84261/62 - Grams; Steventon, Burslem 














1 pbb nqgenmio quality and value have made ‘Ovaltine’ the 
world’s most popular food beverage—it stands in a class by 
itself. 


@ ‘Ovaltine’ differs from other food beverages in its scientific 
composition and in the proportions of its constituents. Imme- 
diately soluble and easily assimilable, *Ovaltine’ provides 
instant food energy. 





The ‘ Ovaltine’ Farms, originally est- 
ablished to control the quality of the 
malt, milk and eggs used, are still the 
guide in purchasing supplies. 


OVALTINE 
contains 
Natures best 
foods with 
additional 
vitamins 


@ Oniy world-wide demand and excep- 
tional manufacturing resources make 
‘Ovaltine’ quality possible at such 
a low price. 


There is every reason why you should 
make delicious ‘Ovaltine’ your regular 
daytime and bedtime beverage. Try a 
cup today and note the difference. 


OVALTIN 


The World's 
most popular Food Beverage 


1/6, 2/6 and 4/6 per tin 











P9OTIA 
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“For a smooth shave, boys— 
try ‘Philishave’ 
Rotary Action” 


says Eric Barker 





Eric Barker explains the ‘Philishave’ to Naunton Wayne, 
closely watched by Alec Bedser and Raymond Glendenning 


“Honestly, this ‘ Philishave’ 
Rotary Action makes all the 
difference to dry shaving 


. “* So what ?” 
and Good Resolutions. ee “ So what a good thing I’m here 
to explain! But, seriously, because 


Don’t be vague the blades rotate—at enormous 


speed—they take off ail hairs, 


” 


whatever angle they grow at.”’ 
ask for “ Clever ! The hairs on my 
beard stick out in all directions 
under the sun.”’ 
* Most people’s do. Another 
thing about the ‘ Philishave ’ — 
the rim of the shaving head is 
slightly raised, so when you hold 
it against your face it stretches 
your skin...” 
*. . » SO you get an even closer 
MAXIMUM RETAIL PRICES shave ?”” 
FIXED BY THE SCOTCH * Exactly — right down at skin- 
WHISKY ASSOCIATION level. And the beauty of it is, it (tax paid) with case 
Gold Label does it without any pulling or FOR AC & DC MAINS 
Sateen 6). nipping. Definitely the smoothest, 110-130 & 200-250v. 
Half Flasks 18/9 most comfortable way of shaving 


— 39 ever invented.” 


Dimple Scots 


A, A q G'S. ' z E (Pinched Decanter) 


ae | Ber PHILIPS 
1 Scho Lanes N Half Bottles 20/3 


; a Rare aco \ Miniatures 4/4 


now i! DHILISHAWE 
goes into any bottle v 














2) THE DRY SHAVER WITH THE BIGGEST WORLD SALE 


Philips Electrical Ltd - Century House - Shaftesbury Avenue - London > WC2 
(Ps624) 
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“Love from Mummy... 


t 
* 


IMPERIAL TYPEWRITER CO. LTD. 


Friday’s the day for cakes and a letter to 


Kenneth at school. Of course, the typewriter 


comes into the kitchen. There never was a 
friendlier mother’s help. Mother was an 
office secretary once (to Kenneth’s father, in 
fact) and she learnt her typing ata school, all 
posh-and-prize-pupil. So she insisted on a 
‘Good Companion’ when the office whipped 
round for a wedding present. Now Kenneth 
(in the holidays) and his father (on the week- 
ends) tend to bag the * Good Companion’. 


LEICESTER AND HULL 


99 


And even Mary’s becoming a bit of a menace, 
too. Four sensible people. One tough and 
totally untemperamental machine. 

Imperial *Geod Companion’ Portable Typewriters. 
British from A to Z. Very strongly built, vers 
neatly designed, Very easy for beginners, From 
£25, tax free, including carrying case and full 
book of words, Three models, and we beg of you 
to see all three before choosing. Any Imperial 


agent or dealer will oblige. 





Vill 





AT WORK AND AT 


HOME VENTILATION PAYS 





Healt 
and comport 
demand 
Vent-Axia 


VENTILATION is a constant safeguard to 
personal comfort and well-being, pro- 
viding it remains effective under widely 
varying circumstances and weather 
conditions. Vent-Axia is successful 
ventilation in its simplest form with 


B the necessary control 
; ul t to ensure an immedi- 
ri i i} ate choice to suit 


i { different living and 

, working conditions 

|) throughout the year. 

In offices and works—Vent-Axia ap- 


peals to thoughtful management con- 
cerned with efficiency and health. It also 


t 


yn 


ensures that the most economical use 
can be made of all avail- 
able accommodation. 


In the home —Vent- - 

Axia removes stale 

germ-laden air, cook- 

ing smells and steam, 

reduces condensation, saves decorating 

costs—an essential in every kitchen. 
* * * 

e Intake, Extract and REVERSIBLE Units, 

with Iris Shuiter where required 

e Made in four sizes with variable con- 

trol e Electrically driven, quiet, efficient 

and economical e Simple to install, no 

structural work required. 


Full details and advice from your electrical supplier or from the manufacturer. 


FOR BETTER AIR CONDITIONS 


Vent-Axia™ ie 


‘Ce 


Simplest form of controlled ventilation 


9, VICTORIA STREET © 
ABBey 6441 (7 lines) 


Telephone: 


LONDON S.W.1 


BRANCHES AT: GLASGOW - MANCHESTER - BIRMINGHAM - LFEDS - NEWCASTLE-UPON-TYNE - BRISTOL 











... but do notice 











In these partitions, the structural and esthetic 


standards first introduced by Constructors are accompanied by features which 


contribute still further to their efficiency. 


© Mop rail. 


post concealing wiring space. 


Oo Flush switches. (2) Universal 
4} Provision for heating panel. 


e Floating door frame for variable ground clearance. 


Please write for catalogue P/A for full specification. 


CONSTRUCTORS 


Regd. Trade Mark 
STEEL EQUIPMENT FOR OFFICE AND FACTORY 


CONSTRUCTORS GROUP, Tyburn Road, Birmingham 24 


Tel. *ERDington 1616 


London Office : 98 Park Lane, W.!. Tel. MAYfair 3074 


And at Manchester, Leeds, 


Bournemouth ar d Leicester 
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What YOU 


should know 


aout (4 und yf 


V:sS:O-P 


V:'S:O'P 


The finest 
and Petite 
Champagne districts in the centre of Cognac. All 
Remy Martin V.S.O.P. 


grapes grown 


The best brandy 


Cognac 


comes from Cognac. 


comes from the Grande 
Cognac is made from 
exclusively in these two districts. 
ask for 


are never disappointed. 


REMY MARTIN 


Prude of fognac 


That is why people Remy Martin and 
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tainless steel tubular de-icing ring 


4 Accles & Pollock are not only good at making 
steel tubes to the most precise specifications; they 


Problems usually melt away are also good at manipulating them and putting 


them together. In fact, putting two and two together, 
Ww ith e A ccle s cs Po / lock you can reckon that whether it’s tubes for de-icing 
high-flying aircraft or for hotting up a job on 
the ground, Accles & Pollock have an almost 
perfect vertical take-off. 


precision tubes 


b 


Accles B Pollock Lid + Oldbury - Birmingham > A P) Company + Makers and manipulators of precision tubes in plain carbon, alloy and stainless steels, and other metals, 





Pave the Gay 
Gordons 
for Christmas 


Here they are, 
blended Gordon gins and 


the superbly 


cocktails. Each is perfect in its 
own individual way. This 
Christmas, make it 


Gordon’s* for gaiety. 


Gordon’s DRY GIN VY 


No Christmas is complete 
without it. Gordon’s Gin has 
a most favourable influence 
on tonic water, fruit squash, 
vermouth. Bottle 34/6d; 
4 bottle 18/-; } bottle 9 sd; 
Miniature 3/8d. 


oY Six Gordon’s 


“SHAKER COCKTAILS” 


Each one mixed by experts and ready 
to serve. Ensures success at any party. 
PICCADILLY — DRY MARTINI—MARTINI— 
BRONX—PERFECT—FIFTY-FIFTY. 

Bottle21/-;} bottle 11/3d; Miniature2/5d 


Gordon’s ORANGE GIN 
AND LEMON GIN 

Not gin and orange squash, 
but full-strength gin made 
with oranges and lemons. 
Best taken neat, but add 
tonic water or a little soda 
water if preferred. Bottle 
32/-; 4 bottle 16/9d; Mini- 
ature 3/5d. 


* All prices U.K. only 


“ 
< 
= 
- 
2 
« 
= 
uv 
i-4 
3° 
re 
“ 
z 
° 
3 
« 
° 
~] 
> 
¢ 
i] 
w 
= 
- 
wu 
° 
x 
=z 
rv) 
S 
= 
- 
2 
« 
= 
7 
é 
rm) 
3 
« 
° 
i] 
> 
< 
oO 
wi 
= 
- 
wu 
> 
< 
=z 





Punch Almanack, November 7 1955 


The supreme shaving instrument of all time 


The all-new REMINGTON 


SeperOo0 


7 exclusive super-shave features 


OTHING anyone can say 

will even begin to des- 
cribewhat the Super 6ocando. 
Years ahead in design and 
performance, it is one of the 
most sensational technical 
achievements of this modern 
age! 


Every major advance in electric 
shaving has been originated by 
REMINGTON. The Super 60 is the 
greatest advance of all: the culmin- 
ation of over 20 years’ manufactur- 
ing and technical experience, unique 
in the electric shaver industry. 


This supreme instrument revolu- 
tionises your ideas of how swift, 
close and comfortable shaving can 
be: by proving, every time you use 
it, how super-swift, super-close, 
super-comfortable, Super 60 
shaving really is. 


HERE’S THE PROOF! 

Super face-fitting head Completely 
new design, ensuring a closer, easier 
shave than ever before possible. 
Super power transmission En- 
sures faster, smoother, quieter 
operation. 

Super Tripie-volt switch ( on Triple- 
volt model only). Makes sure that, 


A product of REMINGTON RAND 


wherever you are, you can be sure 
of an effortless Super 60 shave. 
Super motor Fastest, most power- 
ful ever built into a shaver. AC/DC. 
Radio and TV suppressed. 
Super shaving area An area it 
would take a razor blade 1} feet 
long to cover! 
Super styling A notable example 
of contemporary design: luxury 
suede-finish case. 
Super assembly Comparable with 
that used in making expensive 
watches. 
SUPER 60 

Triple-Volt Model (110-240v. AC DC) 

£10.17.11 (inc. Tax) 
Regular Model (210-240v. AC/DC) 

€9.17.11 (inc. Tax) 

Or on Easy Terms which enable you to 
have a Super 60 immediately you make 
your first down-payment. If you have an 
old electric shaver —any make— your 
stockist will allow you £2 reduction on 
the price of a Super 60. 
Easy terms and £2 allowance apply only to 
this new model; and no longer apply to the 
Remington 60—now reduced to £8.10.0 
inc. tax. 
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ringare 


* Schweppervescence lasts the whole drink through 
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You can tell a Vantella 


You can tell a Vantella by its comfort, its room in 
the chest, its convenient coat-style cut. You recognize its 
good looks, its tidiness at neck and wrist. You know its 
refusal to wilt from wear or to shrink from the wash. (All credit there 
to the discipline of its Van Heusen collars, cuffs, 


neckband!) The price — 49/-, and well worth every penny! 


You can Noel a WANT E LLA 


(with Van Heusen collars and cuffs) 


The perfect shirt—made by Cotella Pattern card from A/M COTELLA, I LONG LANE, SEI 
degd, 
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The House of Sobranie 


BALKAN SOBRANIE TURKISH for connoisseurs who know SOBRANIE Straight Cut VIRCINIA, gives a pleasure SOBRANIE VIRGINIA No. 40 add the hereditary genius 
that Yenidje leaf is the only possible choice for you can repeat without becoming its slave—the of the House of Sobranie to a choice of the golden 
discerning palates. 8/-for 25 price is good news for Sobranie lovers. 4/-for23 _ leaf of old Virginia. 5/9 tor 25 


HRISTMAS is both a festive and a contemplative season 

... let the aroma of Sobranie weave its peaceful spell of 
memory, through the smoke rings of Sobranie see the coming New 
Year approaching full of hope . .. Whether you prefer your tobacco 
in cigarette or in pipe the craftsmanship of the House of Sobranie 
can give you pleasure and complete satisfaction—it has 


complimented well over seventy-five Christmases already. 


COCKTAIL SOBRANIE make all occasions special SOBRANIE BLACK RUSSIEN were first made to delight BALKAN SOBRANIE Smoking Mixture adds a touch 
occasions — Virginia leaf in a choice of five a Russian Grand Duke, exotic oriental leaf in black of Yenidje, Virginia No. 10, a touch of cigar 
coloured papers, gold tipped. 5/6 for 20 paper gold tipped. 7/6 for 28 leaf to rich Virginian. ounce 5/4} 


Ree Fad ca 
Fs e 


IF YOU LIVE ABROAD and have difficulty in obtaining Sobranie Cigarettes or Pipe Tobaccos, 
please write to us for duty free prices or name of agent and the new Sobranie illustrated catalogue. 


SOBRANIE LIMITED 136-144 CITY ROAD LONDON ECI 





“Lhe Bost of the Bunch 


MACKENZIES 


For over one hundred years Mackenzie's have 








been shipping the finest Sherry and Port. 
“Fino Perla” Sherry, an ideal aperitif, 
delights the eye with its glorious golden 
hue and charms the palate with its 

\\ subtle, pleasing flavour. 

“Regal” Tawny Port is a wine 

of character renowned 
for its mellow, 
heartening 


quality. 


MACKENZIE & CO. LTD. 


20, EASTCHEAP, LONDON, E.C.3. JEREZ & OPORTO 
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A is his mother, so it is 

said; but the motorist’s 
MAN’S best friend is his wife 

if she has the foresight 
BEST to buy him a Davenset 
Model ‘H’ Battery 
FRIEND Charger—the gift that 
ensures instant starting 
on the coldest winter's 
day, and for many years 
to come. 


For the mechanically minded 
it charges 2, 6, or 12 volt 
batteries at 3 amps, 200/250 
volts AC mains and costs 


5.19.6 


from all garages, accessories 
shops, Halfords, leading 
stores, etc. 


MODEL ‘H’ HOME BATTERY CHARGER 


PARTRIDGE WILSON & CO LTD DAVENSET ELECTRICAL WORKS 
LEICESTER 


ccekete ee eee ee ee oe 2 


eee b OP ee ee EE 
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FOR MEN OF 
CHRISTMAS IN ACTION 


Some men like a nap after noon at 
Christmas. Some like a nip before it. But 
to make all men feel more nippy, less 
floppy, more snappy and altogether very 
happy—present them with a coffret 
of quiet, perfect groom- (Aaa. 
ing by Lentheric. For 
a gift to ensure good- y/ 
will towards the 
giver, there’s 
nothing like it. 


a gift of 


quiet perfect grooming 








is a Christmas tune with 
many variations. Ie 
show here three superb 
coffrets ranging in price 


from 13/6 to 36/9 


Other items include After 
Shave Lotion, *‘Tanbark” 
Cologne, After Shave 
Powder, Scalp Stimulant, 
Hair Dressing, Brillian- 
tine, Lather Shaving 
Bowl, 
Men’s Soap and Composite 


Cream, Shaving 


packs. Youcan spend as little 
as 4/6, or as much as 7 9/6 


from selected stockists and 
47 OLD BOND STREET LONDON PARIS - NEW YORK 
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LOOK AT THE SIZE 


Big beyond belief, the Minor seats four 
adults in perfect comfort within the 
wheel base. And there’s 7 cu. ft. of usable 
luggage space in the boot! 


LOOK FOR THE PERFORMANCE 


The Minor’s lively O.H.V. engine 
gives you the brilliant acceleration and 
high cruising speed of a really big 

car. Plus rock-steady road-holding, 


LCOK AT THE ECONOMY 


No car in the world returns so 

much rea/ motoring pleasure 

for so little cost-per-mile. The road-proved 
Minor is as thrifty on petrol 

as it is on oil and tyres, 








S TRAVELLER 


Om 


x x - 
= (BMC) s- REMEMBER: Quality and dependability are guaranteed by the B.M.C. Used-Car Warranty and you are certain 
> v of a good deal when you sell. 


BUSA 
Penns \. MORRIS MOTORS LTD., COWLEY, OXFORD. London Distributors : Morris House, Berkeley Square, W.1. 
Overseas Business : Nuffield Exports Limited, Oxford & 41 Piccadilly, London, W.1. 
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y ei." 
KOA, 
and Good Cheer 


at Christmas 


When considering those to whom you will 
extend “‘good cheer” will you send a gift 
to The Salvation Army for those less 


fortunate, outside the circle of your family 
? 


W ip so” Alt and friends? Your help will be grate- 
PLAYER'S @& 


fully received at //3, Queen Victoria Street, 


NO 4 iN London, E.C.4 
The Quality Cigarelle The Salvation Army 


[3P 128F]} 

















K« it’s a man’s word Fine Quality White Hemstitched 


If you've never known the pleasure HAN p KE R ( H | E F S 


of a really close shave, without 
scraping or soreness, try KROPP 
Fa) | at once. It’s 
S the famous 
open razor, 

forged from 

finest Shef- 

field steel ; 

and at 21/- 





z 
C 





WY) 


YY, 


inc. tax, 
a KROPP 
is your keen 
friend for 
life. 


Send 234d. 
stamp for 
brochure. 


THE 


KROPP 
The razor for the ; Horrockses PROPELLING 
perfect shave the Greatest Mame in Cotton 


OSBORNE, GARRETT & Co., Ltd., | PENCILS 


= IN ROLLED GOLD, SILVER OR NICKEL SILVER 
51-55 FRITH ST., LONDON, W.! Pheu LSAbeNS menaiane 6 GTATNUERS 
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A time for making and keeping friends 


ERSON & SON LTD., QUALITY STREET, LEITH. SCOTLAND . LONDON: 63 PALL MALL S.W.1 
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Trouble on your hands with scale, Mr. Weston ? 


The high cost of heating water and raising steam for industrial purposes is 

often made greater still by the scale deposits and the corrosive effects of in- 

correctly treated waters. For many years, now, Albright & Wilson’s Technical ene 

Service Department has been of immense help in advising on the use of ee 

phosphates in industrial boiler systems. Suitably applied—and at a fraction of | oa pean tismes 

the costs otherwise involved through inefficient heat transfer and enforced stop- | La nbs wtraroa ee 
SYSTEMS ARE WELCOMED 

pages-phosphates by Albright & Wilson have put an end to some of the 

most obstinate problems of scale and corrosion. 


Chemicals for Industry ALBRIGHT & AY 12 | LSON 


ALBRIGHT & WILSON LTD- WATER TREATMENT DEPT - 49 PARK LANE LONDON - W1- TEL: GRO 1311 
GREAT BRITAIN * UNITED STATES OF AMERICA * CANADA * AUSTRALIA IRELAND 


Taw 49 
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Sentimental 


For those who want the best at any price... 


| he finest electric 
dry shaving instruments 
in the world 


N 1846 Christmas Carol was published 

and in the same year the first Christ- 
mas card appeared. The Bank was then 
some seventeen years old. It is now a 
hundred and twenty-six and Scrooge 
and Bob Cratchit are still with us, as 
is also the Christmas card with its 19th 
century crinolined lady stepping smilingly 
from stage coach into the snow. All 
these years peace and goodwill has been 
the message of Dickens and the charming 
little lady. We salute them both. 


© pet > Det + Aeth. * eat, © Deetle, * Atle, > Aart. * tema 


* Ath. ° Ath 


DISTRICT BANK 


LIMITED 


ROLLS VICEROY‘ V-TEN ’” 


Emphatically the most advanced and smoothest electric dry 
shaver of today. Its many features include micro-matched 
double-speed multiple heads, ANGLED to let you see 
where you are shaving and to make side-board and moustache 
trimming easy. Built-in ‘* on-off’ and voltage switches 
(A.C./D.C. 90-250v.). Complete in beautiful silk and 
velvet lined presentation case £9.17.8. 





























WILLIAMS & HUMBERT'S 


Y SACK 
Khe 


; 
{ 
{ 


REGD. 


New ROLLS VICEROY « A.c-FouR’ 


Aptly called ‘“* The world’s best buy in electric shavers.” 
Features include micro-matched multi cutters giving the 
smoothest shaves ever; dual voltage range (100/130 and 
200/250v. A.C.) ; no T.V. or radio interference ; simple 
‘on-off’ and voltage selection switches. Complete in 
attractive, light and durable travelling case, en!v £6.17.6. 
Seconds saved is poor reward for a sore sxin! With 
a Rolls Viceroy, speed is balanced with comfort to 
give you quick, close, \uxurious shaves. 
Deferred terms are availiable from most dealers 
throughout the U.K. Other Rolls Viceroys from as 
little as £5.6.6. Prices include P.T. and apply in 
U.K. only. 


} ROLLS VICEROY 
The Ralls Rayer of Diy Shaves 


ROLLS RAZOR LTD., Head Office, Works and Service : Cricklewood, N.W.2 
Showroom: 193 Regent Street, London, W.!. (Callers only) 


WILLIAMS & HUMBERT LTD — BODEGAS: JEREZ, SPAIN ““e . . . e . 7 . + . . 
LONDON OFFICES: 35 SEETHING LANE, E.C. 3 De ee AO on AO ce A ee A ee AO ee BO ce A cn Bn ee ce 
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AUTOMATIC 
MORNING TEA 


m THE GYTror 
Uncle John, CHRISTMAS 
who went Crackers at Christmas, 


and nearly Cooked his Goose 


OT only on Christmas day but every morning 
Goblin Teasmade speaks eloquently of the 

kind thought of the giver. Every morning while 
you still sleep Goblin Teasmade boils the water, 
makes the tea, lights the room and then calls you 
on time, to enjoy freshly made tea while still cosy A modified design 
in bed. Also it has an electric clock. Use it too without tray or 
4 wc teapot but giving 

for coffee, T.V. intervals etc. the same service 


£9.8.8. P.T. paid 
(Shade 11/3 extra) 


*De Luxe’ Model (illus.) £16.14.9. P.T. paid 
crockery excluded 


@ GOBLIN Yeasmade 














FROM ANY ELECTRICAL STORE OR WRITE (DEPT. P.A.) 
GOBLIN WORKS, LEATHERHEAD, SURREY 


Let all wise men reflect upon 





This Christmas tale of Uncle John. 
Alas! His love of Sherry (sweet), 

Of Brussels Sprouts and Turkey meat, 
Of Puddings, Pies and Brandy Sauce — 
And suchlike Festive Fare ad naus- 
Eam—put him to sleep till... “TEA!” 
Awakened him. ‘No, not for me!’ 

He groaned. ‘But Hovis, dear, a bite 
Does wonders to the appetite.’ 

‘Ah, Hovis / That’s a clever wife 


Yes, Hovis is the Slice of Life.’ i] y WA ews : ae ae 
} f COW UPOA oO Atte a 


MORAL | t Se 
There’s none who cannot be enticed MORELLA | 
By Hovis —buttered, thinly sliced. CHERRY BRANDY 


QUEENS Sweet - SPORTSMANS Wigher Strength)- Extra | 


ry 
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OLATE TRUFFLE . . ° 
Rich ae outed in Will she wait..? Can she wait..? 
smootn, plain choco. ate. . 


Could anyone wait for Christmas morning—with Quality Street so close 
HARROGATE TOFFEE ‘ at hand! EIGHTEEN gorgeous varieties of toffees and chocolates in 
The delicious, smooth 


, : - one delicious assortment. What a stocking-full of joy! What a 
toffee with a most , oe: : . 7 : : 
distinctive \ happy Christmas Gift! No one ever says ‘No’ to Mackintosh’s. 
flavour. « - 


ackinlosh's 


Fok e e § 
COCONUT ECLAIR Z . 
and soft rich toffee rN Y 
covered in delicious i j 4 _e? 


milk chocolate. 





JOHN MACKINTOSH & SONS LTD., HALIFAX 
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For the clarion blue 


which wakes up an off-green 





...for alto golds and 





reverberant reds... for 





the room which is triumphantly 





not fawn anywhere—choose 


wallpapers and fabrics together, 





SANDERSON 


OF BERNERS STREET 





























wallpapers 


and 
fa brics 


Showrooms :- 52-53 Berners Street, London, W.1, and at Glasgow, Edinburgh and Exeter. 


YOUR DECORATOR CAN SHOW YOU THE SANDERSON WALLPAPER BOOK. SANDERSON FABRICS CAN BE SEEN AT LEADING FURNISHERS. 
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That’s how you feel —- free as a bird, free as the 

breeze — when you wear Bend-Easy nylons by Kayser Bondor. 
Because they're made with a special expandable band 
knitted in the welt, Bend-Easy nylons ‘give’ with 

every active movement. And that miraculous band 

arrests garter runs, too! Bend-Easy — in short, medium 


and long lengths. Style 33b, in 30 denier at 8/11. 


NYLONS WITH A FLAIR FOR WEAR 





Nowhere in the wide, wide world can you 


find blankets to match the winter-snug, 


summer-light comfort 
of LAN-AIR-CEL. Woven to a feather-down 
lightness from the purest of Scotch spun wool, LAN-AIR-CEL, 
the original cellular blankets are easy to wash, 
quick to dry and so reasonable in price, Ask any 
good store. Insist on seeing the LAN-air-ceL label. In cream 
or delicate pastel shades. 


Bed sizes from 67/6d. Cot sizes from 27/é6d. 


By appointment 
To Her Masesty Queeyw Exvizaperna II 
Manufacturers of Lan-Air-Cel Blankets. 
McCallum & Craigie Ltd. 


LAN-AIBR-GEL 


The original Cellular Blankets 
3 Guaranteed for 10 years > 


For illustrated leaflet and name of nearest 
stockist write to: 
McCALLUM & CRAIGIE LTD., SHETTLESTON, GLASGOW, E.2. 
LONDON OFFICE: 


\ 


Barrie Scottish knitwear is the concern of the Border- 

men of Hawick whose sole criterion is consummate perfection. 

Haste and speed enter not into the scheme of things, for here the 

loveliest of cashmeres and lambs- 

wools are conjured into garments of e 

lasting beauty. Soft as swansdown 

and a summer’s cloud, infused with 

tints of nature’s gentle palette, these Regd. 

contemporary classics are born only 

of skill and time-won knowledge. KNITWEAR 
HAWICK . SCOTLAND 


BARRIE & KERSEL LTD - 





N°5 
CHANEL 


PARIS 





THE MOST TREASURED NAME IN PERFUME 
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Alaska 

B fitting in sand or black suede ; 

B and D fittings in brown suede 79/9. 
Also B fitting in mahogany 

smooth leather 99/9 


The ‘abominable snowboot’ 
for abominable weather 


‘ 
¢,) 


Norlander 
Arctic ice, fleet blue, 
teak aniline or black 
smooth lather. 79/9 


Don’t wear them all winter through. That’s abominable. 


Do wear pretty shoes as often as you can. That’s fashionable. Then when your 


bones ache in the sharp-pointed frost, luxuriate in the deep, warm comfort, in 


the thick, soft sheepskin of Clarks Igloos. That’s sensible. 


It’s warmer inside the sheepskin inside 


Skilift Alpina 

Cherry red, teak, Fleet blue, arctic 
arctic ice or fleet ice or cherry red 
blue softee side. 99/9 softee side. 79/9 


5 OO 


$ 


IGLOOS 


Nearest shop? 
write CLARKS, Dept. J. 7, Street, Somerset 
—and ask for a style leaflet. 
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Luck or skill? 


More than fisherman’s luck, it is experience of water, weather and 
the wily ways of trout that account for success. But when it comes 
to well-earned refreshment on the bank, it is neither skill nor luck 
which ensures the perfection of the reviving draught of coffee—when, 
as is most probable nowadays, it is made with Nescafé. For with 
Nescafé, you cannot help producing coffee as it should be made; 


stimulating, fragrant, lively with roaster-fresh flavour | 


there’s always time for NESCAFE 


100% PURE COFFEE 


ANOTHER OF NESTLE’S GOOD THINGS 
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The relief work carried out in the winter of 1955... 


is bound to have its effect in 1956. 
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New Year Honours 


Barons 

Sir Robert Fraser (for services to the 
British Broadcasting Corporation). 

General Sir Ian Jacob (for services 
to the Independent Television 
Association). 

Kingsley Martin, Esquire (for services 
to journalism). 


The Most Noble Order of the 
Garter 

To be additional knights: 

Marshal Nicolai Alexandrovitch 
Bulganin. 

Nikita Sergeivitch 
Esquire. 

Vyacheslav Mikhailovitch Molotov, 
Esquire. 


Khrushchev, 


The Royal Victorian Order 
To be honorary Knights Grand Cross: 
Marshal Nicolai Alexandrovitch 
Bulganin. 
Nikita Sergeivitch Khrushchev, 
Esquire. 
Vyacheslav Mikhailovitch Molotov, 
Esquire. 


The Most Excellent Order of the 
British Empire 
Military Division 
To be an honorary Knight Grand Cross: 
Marshal Nicolai Alexandrovitch 
Bulganin. 
Civil Division 
To be honorary Knights Grand Cross: 
Nikita Sergeivitch Khrushchev, 
Esquire. 
Vyacheslav Mikhailovitch Molotov, 
Esquire. 
(All the above awards are for services 
to peace except where otherwise stated.) 


Knights Bachelor 
Benjamin Britten, Esquire (for 
services to children). 
Arthur Cecil Clarke, Esquire (for 
services to space). 
Tahu Hole, Esquire (for services to 
newspapers). 
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Frank Raymond Leavis, Esquire (for 
services to D. H. Lawrence). 

Thomas Mitchell, Esquire ~ (for 
political services in Ireland). 

Peter Markham Scott, Esquire (for 
services to geese). 

André Louis Simon, Esquire (for 
services to food). 

Colonel Alfred Daniel Wintle (for 
legal services). 

Windsor Lad (for services to mares). 


WAR OFFICE LIST 


The Most Excellent Order of the 
British Empire 
B.E.M. 
Private Thomas Atkins (for services 
to war). 


T.U.C. LIST 


The Most Excellent Order of the 
British Empire 
G.B.E. 
Sir John Kotelawala (for services to 
tea). 
Sir Walter Turner Monckton (for 
services to arbitration). 
M.B.E. 
Jim Broadhead, Esquire (for public 
services in Coventry). B.A. Y. 


Absit Omen 
ONDERING what may await us 


By way of the New Year’s news, 
And having no honour to lose, 
I have prophesied, trying to use 
The traditional apparatus. 


“Investment this year would be foolish” 
Said the wind in the whispering oak. 
But a rook flew away with a croak 
Nor’ nor’ west in a manner that spoke 

Of markets decidedly bullish. 


Next I turned a small Sheraton table: 
HANDED IN 6 P.M. BRIG 0’ DREAD 
WILL COLD WAR GO ON STOP (it said) 
IT WILL stop—But I 

mislead 

By this finely oracular cable. 


wasn’t 


And those were the things I did best in 
For I fall off my tripod with cramp, 
And my crystal cracks, and my lamp 
Goes out, and my chickens decamp 

Before I can con an intestine. 


Still, one conclusion appears 
In letters of flame on the wall: 
The rock-ribbed hills may fall 
Or nothing may happen at all 
But it’s not a good year for seers. 
PETER DICKINSON 

















' YHATEVER happens to the 
W weather this month, it won’t 
be a patch on what it used to 

be. This is an axiom of the English 
winter. Since the advent of television, 
horror comics, electric razors, plastic 
this and plastic that, and now equal pay, 
this country has allowed itself to be 
unnerved by a mere “flurry” of snow— 
the B.B.C. vogue word, though the 
dictionary rightly defines it first as a 
sudden blast or gust: agitation: bustle: 
the death agony of a whale; only 
adding as an afterthought a fluttering 
assemblage of such things as snowflakes. 
The unseasonable fug that now passes 
for winter excites as much cowardly 
shivering among this pampered genera- 
tion as though it were the real thing. 
A snowdrift here and there and nothing 
will satisfy the modern lonely crofter 
but a helicopter dropping costly bales 
at sunset. Crofters were just as lonely, 
if not more so, before helicopters, but 
they ordered their groceries in advance. 
Or take sport. Last February garishly 
clothed popinjays on such a tumulus as 
Box Hill bragged about ski-ing from 
dawn till dusk. What did they know of 
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the jovial old-time winter sport? Most 
of them had never roasted an ox whole 
on the Mole, let alone the Thames. 

In this matter of ox-roasting the 
young decadents try to make a specious 
point. They argue that the good old 
frost fairs with tents, booths, piemen 
and balladmongers began to peter out 
not necessarily because the weather 
grew milder but because more traffic 
was springing up on the Thames to stop 
it from freezing. Such chop-logic does 
not alter the fact that only a few 
centuries ago, as recently as 1683, when 
the Thames was frozen solid for two 
months, there was horse-racing on ice, a 
more manly pastime than watching 
Little Goody Two-Shoes, even with 
comedians who have learned to skate. 

Last February, too, there was a good 
deal of childish prattle about the 
division between pavement and street 
being lost in the so-called snow. To 
lose a kerbstone is usually due to care- 
lessness; let such babblers recall the 
case of Elizabeth Woodcock, who was 
lost beneath the snow near Cambridge 
in 1779 and found eight days later, still 
alive. That makes the farmer digging 
out his ewes the morning after the storm 
look pretty feather-bedded. Admittedly 
there were cooler intervals, by current 
sybaritic standards, last winter. So 
what happened? Police all over the 
country warned skaters off the flimsy 
“ice.” What a tawdry bit of tinsel 
compared with the Great Frost of 1895 
when the average temperature in London 
from January 26 to February 19 was 
twenty-six degrees and the calculated 
frozen depth was seventeen inches. 

Nowadays incessant thermometer- 
rattling sets in almost as soon as the 
dahlias have been stricken, and fussy 
claims are made on the strength of a 
few degrees of frost for the coldest place 
in England, far too often for Ross-on- 
Wye. But long before that thrusting 
little Herefordshire town, with nothing 
else to commend it but a hill, a river, a 
church and a castle, had edged its way 
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so persistently into the ground readings, 
there were hardier men in other shires 
who could make real use of a ther- 
mometer. In that same February of 
1895 the Loughborough recording was 
one degree Fahrenheit, and a trifle 
earlier, in 1861, a chronicler mentions 
that ‘‘a traffic on the ice of thirty-five 
miles long was established in Lincoln- 
shire.” It was nippy in those days, but 
people were content to live in it without 
making themselves colder by compiling 
tedious records to shiver at in retrospect. 
The meteorology mushroom did not 
spring up until last century, and it is 
ominous that Admiral Fitzroy, the man 
responsible for establishing the Board 
of Trade’s meteorological department, 
died by his own hand two years after 
publishing his “‘Weather-Book”; his 
exertions were said to have overtaxed 
his brain. 

The decline and fall of the English 
winter is sad enough, but on the 
Continent the rot is even more marked. 
Compare, for instance, the sturdy, 
unaffected Flemish tipplers of 1468, 
when a reference is made to the wine 
being cut by hatchets (“May I carve 
you the merest wafer of Moselle, sir?”’), 
with the peevish sophisticates of to-day 
in their tepid winter gardens complain- 
ing that the stuff never seems to be 
chambré. Even Vienna, regrettably 
given over in later years to waltz music 
and Big Power conferences, knew 
tougher times. Wolves, spurred by the 
cold, entered the city and attacked 
cattle and men in 1691, which is when 
the Danube was really Blue. In that 
same robust century Charles X of 
Sweden led his whole army over the ice 
on the Little Belt from Holstein to 
Denmark; he was, however, unen- 
cumbered by ENSA. 

And what do we get now? A bather 
dabbling his toe in a sliver of brittle 
ice-splinters on the Serpentine makes 
the front page of the picture papers. 
Look out for the usual effeminate 
February in 1956. LesLize MarsH 
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r NHIS month you come smack up 
against reality. Your Home, 
which seemed Ideal a year ago, 

with its self-rotating floor-polisher and 
its copy of The Mint, is back in the dark 
ages again, and spring-cleaning will get 
you nowhere. The Ideal Home, like the 
Ideal Neckline and the Ideal Ball-point 
Pen, is Ideal only for twelve months, on 
account of the Daily Mail. It becomes 
passé in June, quaint in August, and in 
November somehow sad, like a lady 
playing tennis in a bandeau and lisle 
stockings. Finally handles come off, 
stuffing falls out, things warp, the car 
door won’t stay shut, and you begin to 
feel uneasy about the colour of your 
slates. By the end of the winter you are 
living in a fool’s paradise. 

You can’t be Contemporary for ever, 
and if your nursery curtains were 
Picasso last March they may well have 
to be Piper this, or Disney again, or 
Klee, or just plain striped. What are 
you going to do with that nearly oval 
platter decorated with a formalized pale 
blue herring that you used to serve 
salad on last year until you went back to 
dishing it up on plates so that nobody 
gets too many slices of egg? Platters 
with formalized herrings on them are no 
more Contemporary to-day than those 
dear little Anne Hathaway cottages that 
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used to be tea-cosies in 1927, and the 
shape of your television set is about as 
ideal as an upright gas-mantle. What 
are all these Chianti bottles under the 
stairs, with lumps of cork and two-way 
switches that have gone all loose? This 
coffee-bar that you installed on the roof 
last spring is looking pretty silly, don’t 
you think? Why is there rust in your 
electric mixer, and bits of old custard? 
Who on earth told you your sink was 
this year’s Ideal height? Isn’t there 
something rather nostalgic about those 
square egg-cups? And what’s that 
funny smell? You’re not still eating 
pizza? 

What you’re doing, you see, is com- 
promising. Your front door is painted 
acid yellow, because that was Ideal in 
1946. This wobbly ash-tray on a 
chromium stalk came direct from the 
Exhibition of 1938. You have Ideal 
tin-openers from 1950, 1951 and 1953, 
although the one you actually use was 
invented in the year they first tinned 
beans. You’ve been fighting a losing 
battle March after March, and what you 
have on your hands now is not an Ideal 
Home at all. It’s a hotch-potch. 

You realize, of course, that if you 
keep on at this rate the most you can 
hope to achieve by the time you're too 
old to care anyway is a museum of 
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memories? There you'll be, padding 
about in your current Ideal slippers, 
picking things up and putting them 
down and sighing. “Ah, little green 
pottery hippo,” you will whisper, “with 
crimson flowers dotted all over you— 
how Ideal you were way back in fifty- 
five! That was the year I broke my 
oboe, and Quare Times won the 
National.” There will be a carpet to 
evoke Eddie Cantor in Whoopee! A 
whisky glass decorated with a shingled 
nude (the last of the set) will recall the 
stirring days of Ramsay MacDonald and 
your primrose two-seater. You might 
even have things arranged room by 
room, decade by Ideal decade. ‘* Now 
here we have the thirties,” you might 
say, ushering people into some poky 
little hole near the spare bedroom, 
crammed with gaunt Ideal wardrobes 
and Van Gogh reproductions. Some- 
body will wind up the portable in the 
corner and you will all dance sadly to 
the music of Charlie Kunz, shuffling 
between dusty tasselled poufs, gaudy 
cocktail-shakers, and piles of vintage 
Esquires. Your history, your dreams, 
your Ideals, all pigeon-holed under one 
roof—and they wouldn’t fetch fourpence 
at an auction. 

It seems a pity. 
try to keep in step. 


Somebody ought to 


ALEx ATKINSON 














HE Budget was unexciting and 

left personal taxation where it 

was before . . All too often 
nowadays The Times can dismiss the 
nation’s annual stocktaking as of no 
account, a routine exercise in bureau- 
cratic laissez-faire. The Chancellor still 
smiles eagerly as he leaves No. 11 for 
the House, and the B.B.C. still goes 
feverishly out and about to sample 
public opinion when the size of the new 
imposts has been declared; but Budgets, 
more’s the pity, are not what they were. 


‘**Here standing by me is a gentleman 


from . . . where do you live, sir?” 

“West Norwood. I’m C. 
supporter of Tottenham .. .” 

“Quite. Now what do yeu think of 
the Budget?” 

“Well, it’s hard to say. Seems like the 
mixture as before, don’t it? I mean, J 
shan’t be any better off, that’s a cert. 
As a working man I reckon we’re still 
Nothing off the 
urtax and nothing off entertainment 
duty.” 


of E., a 


being victimized. 


“Thank you, sir. And now here’s 


another gentleman. And you, sir?” 
“Wandsworth. And I think it’s a 
very fair Budget. I mean, we’re up 
against it, aren’t we, and the money’s 
No, I 
think the Chancellor’s done a fine job.” 
Had the B.B.C. been;out and about 


got to come from somewhere. 
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in 1900 when income tax was raised 
from eightpence to one shilling there 
might have been some fun. 

The trouble with modern Budgets is 
that none of their proposals makes any 
real difference to the fact that one-third 
and more of the national income con- 
tinues to be annexed by the Government. 
It is no good looking after the pence if 
the pounds continue to look after the 
affeirs of swollen Ministries. No, to 
bring back the excitement of the Budget 
we need a Chancellor prepared to take 
risks one way or the other -. . 

“This year the Chancellor said he 
had decided to finance the nation’s 
affairs by borrowing and to let the 
National Debt take a running jump 
at itself. (Cheers.) He was counting 
on the traditional good: sense of the 
British people . . .” 

Or, again: 

“T am row going to demonstrate,” 
said the Chancellor, ‘“‘what the term 
‘crippling taxation’ really means. | 
propose to...” 

In either event there would be some- 
thing to shout about. 

But nothing as exciting as this is 
likely in 1956. Mr. Butler’s chief tasks 
will be to curb inflation and to provide 
incentives, desiderata that appear to be 
hopelessly at loggerheads. 

All the same it is always possible to 


we, 
' 


“Heavens! It’s spring.” 


6 


give with one hand—and pretend that 
the right doesn’t know what the left is 
doing. We may get a cut in the tobacco 
duty coupled with higher rates on 
matches, lighters, spills and burning- 
glasses. We may get a reduction in the 
petrol tax offset by new levies on air- 
pumps and distilled water. And to 
neutralize the disincentive effects of 
dearer beer (consumption per head has 
fallen by nearly fifty per cent in the 
last fifty years) we may get cheaper 
chlorophyll tablets. 

One cause of our troubles, many of 
us believe, is that our expectation of 
life has got out of hand. In 1901 it was 
45 years for males, 49 for females; by 
1931 it was 58 and 62; and to-day it is 
66 and 71. 


given as 


The reasons are usually 
improvements in housing, 
hygiene and medicine, but contributory 
factors may well be the decline in the 
consumption of liquor, coupled with a 
remarkable over the same 
period, in the consumption of milk. If 
milk were made dearer (disinflationary) 
and spirits considerably cheaper there 
could easily be a sharp drop in the 
And at the same time 
those young enough to be gainfully 
employed would be able to cash in on 
a bold incentive. 

Stop Press: 


increase, 


pensions funds. 


Income tax unchanged. 
MAMMON 
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h | OBODY did it in 1955, nobody 
has done it since the war, 
nobody is likely to score a 

thousand runs in May, 1956. In 

January and February, when cricketers 

stare through the pages of Wisden at the 

approaching season, the target of one 
thousand runs in May seems a reason- 
able proposition. Even village cricketers 

—certainly those who play on Saturdays 

and Sundays—can dream dreams. Ten 

innings, perhaps. A bit of luck in the 
first game against Widgely Green (it’s 
always Widgely Green away), get the 
cover-drive working properly, and make 
the skipper realize that he need look no 

further for a regular and reliable No. 3 

...aton against Widgely and anything 

is possible. 

After all, Bradman did it in only nine 
innings. 

In April prospects do not seem quite 
so rosy. It was a mistake, no doubt, 
to have a net quite so early in the 
season: too cold by far, too many new 
recruits trying to bowl too fast. And 
who would have thought that a bat 
could deteriorate so abominably. Not 
a spark of drive in it. Like a piece of 
old iron. 

May, and the dream is abruptly for- 
gotten as the Widgely Green seam 
bowler begins his run up to the wicket. 
Runs have suddenly become vanities: 
survival, self-preservation is the limit 
of the batsman’s ambition. Unaccount- 
ably (though admittedly there was no 
sight-screen at the orchard end) he 
misses a straight one and hurries to 
reach the shelter of the pavilion before 
that odious boy with the tins has put 
his scores on the board. 

Well, there is always 1957... 

Bradman did it in nine innings, 
between April 30 and May 27, 1938. 
His scores were 258, 58, 137, 278, 2, 143, 
145 not out, 5 and 30 not out, and his 
average for the month was 150°85. He 
made four tours of England’s cricket 
grounds and twice notched one thousand 
runs before the end of May. Once 
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every two summers! And there are still 
some critics who regard Bradman as 
essentially a hard wicket batsman. 

There will be no Bradman among the 
Australians this summer. Since the 
maestro retired (as Sir Donald) in 1949 
Australia has looked in vain for a 
facsimile reproduction: young men of 
promise have been labelled ‘‘ Bradman- 
esque” and the “Don’s Double,” and 
they have all wilted under the burden 
of the extravagant comparison. Aus- 
tralian batting has become brittle, 
fallible. It has fallen to Bedser’s cutters, 
Tayfield’s off-breaks, Statham’s and 
Tyson’s speed, Bailey’s persistence, 
Appleyard’s flight, Lock’s, Laker’s and 
Wardle’s spin. No, quite right, it did 
not fall to Ramadhin and Valentine; 
and yes, the Australians did make 
enormous scores in the West Indies; 
but Caribbean cricket is notoriously 
unkind to bowlers of all 
types. There are now 
no wickets in England 
or Australia (except 
perhaps Brisbane’s 
Wooloongabba) where 
batsmen can pitch their 
tents for a three-day 
sojourn. 

This summer’s Test 
series will probably 
prove another struggle 
between strong sets of 
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different from that which disfigures 
so much international soccer, boxing, 
athletics—even tennis. (But have the 
sports-writers so soon forgotten body- 
line, bumpers and Georgetown’s rain of 
beer bottles?) It follows that from 
May 1, 1956, every cricketer must mind 
his Ps and Qs and do everything in his 
power to keep the noble game on its 
pinnacle. 

Like John Nyren. “I have heard his 
batting, and fielding at the point,’ wrote 
Cowden Clarke, “highly commended. 
He scarcely ever spoke of himself . . . 
He had not a spark of envy; and, like 
all men of real talent, he always spoke 
in terms of honest admiration of the 
merits of others.” 

A thousand runs in May, or a 
reputation like Nyren’s? Well, let’s try 
for the thousand first. 

BERNARD HoL_Lowoop 














bowlers and mediocre 
bands of batsmen .. . 
but it is really far too 
early to make pre- 
dictions. Anything can 
happen between 
Worcester and 
Scarborough. 
Cricketers every- 
where now carry a 
fearful burden of 
responsibility, for the 
newspapers have sud- 
denly discovered that 
cricket is played in a 
sporting spirit very 
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ONTHS in which capers escape 
M cutting are rare, even in 

reformed calendars, but June 
brings dancing very near the frontiers 
of hysteria. ‘The invitation cards will 
jostle each other thick along subalterns’ 
mantelpieces, the exchanges KNI and 
KEN will be shrill with arrangements 
and post-mortems, and there will be 
balls every night at the Hyde Park 
Hotel, each distinguishable from the last 
only by the hostess, and then not 
always. Remote from, yet inextricably 
with these there will be 
Commems and May Balls, Oxford and 
Cambridge being like detached and 
apparently functionless glands, supply- 
ing the Season with an impetus without 
which it might well drivel out into inanity 
long before Goodwood. 


involved 


At the Universities everything this 
year will be just as it was last year: 
colleges with tottering Masters, Provosts 
or Presidents will long since have 
insured themselves against having to go 
into mourning for them; half a yard of 
sand will somehow have found its way 
on to the temporary floor under the 
famous library; there will be a few 
enormous young men in the corners of 
marquees whooping it up on orange 
juice because no one has succeeded in 
setting a term to sports; every party will 
contain one girl who suffers from hay- 
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fever, the tone and volume of whose 
sneezes will enable her partner to move 
to her like a moth across the breathing 
dark of the Fellows’ garden; there will 
be punts on the river and they will be 
unobtainable, though rare young men 
will return dripping across the braziered 
lawns, having been kept a little too 
decisively at arm’s length. Prophecy, in 
fact, is too easy, midwinter a safe 
distance, and the midsummer ritual a 
natural for interpretation. 

The names, Commem and May Ball, 
are diversely retrospective; but the 
events themselves are curjously forward- 
looking. As the couples drink, talk, 
stroll, yawn, revolve and adore, their 
future lives will flash with planetary 
slowness before them. Any pair who 
stay together and still like each other 
through the careless dinner-party, ‘the 
newly-wed politeness before midnight, 
the one-o’clock-in-the-morning divorces 
and rearrangements in the rest of their 
party, dawn breaking like middle-age 
from beyond Brill or Newmarket, 
through breakfast taken for some reason 
ten miles out of town, until they wander, 
old and grey and bung-full of sleep, but 
still in full evening dress, down the 
Turl or Kings Parade towards bed, will 
not be put to much inconvenience by 
another fifty years of each other’s 
company. Moreover they will have 











learnt a lot about each other: a girl who 
retains her piquant chortle long after 
her last night’s make-up has gone odd 
colours in the sunlight will still retain 
it, sitting like a silly hat on her con- 
versation, when her grandchildren are 
up; and an undergraduate who tries to 
tell his partner, somewhere down 
Addison’s walk in the gathering day, 
that the poet they call Dun at Oxford 
and Don at Cambridge in fact pro- 
nounced his own name Doon, will also 
tell her that that is the sort of thing he 
will be writing about to the serious 
Sundays somewhere around the turn of 
the century. 

All this symbolism is seldom noticed 
by the participants unless they practise 
a mild form of reincarnation and go to 
dances two nights running. Then 
everything becomes fraught with mean- 
ing, like seeing a Japanese film twice: 
the unjaded dancers around them are a 
new generation; together they all age 
imperceptibly into the night up a 
tangible hill of time, while the quarters 
on the college clock mark out the 
contour lines; and in the corners of 
the marquees, sinister, uninterpretable, 
shining like Olympians in the flourish 
of timeless youth, sit the same enormous 
young men, whooping it up on orange 
juice. 

PeTeR DICKINSON 
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S the London Season spins ever 
A faster into its final dazzling 
month it will become apparent 
that the arts have been completely over- 
run by the elegancies: clothes make the 
man, and books are judged by their 
jackets; men of letters insist on their 
laurels being arranged by Constance 
Spry; actors have a pale matt finish and 
when brushed against at parties bruise 
like gardenias. At Covent Garden and 
Glyndebourne exquisitely delineated 
conductors induce mortal longings in 
unmusical bosoms. In the Press much 
space is devoted to the ballot for the 
best-dressed M.P.; while Ministers of 
the Crown, under the inspiring leader- 
ship of the Prime Minister, have become 
such objets d’art that the Government 
is known as the Glass Cabinet. 

In the man of fashion’s wardrobe, 
accessories will play an increasingly 
important part. To meet the demand for 
superficialities a boutique will be opened 
in Jermyn Street, selling ebony canes 
and enamelled snuff-boxes, quizzers 
and fobs, cravats and watered-silk 
waistcoats. Men will aim to appear as 
the languid victims of social excess, and 
in St. James’s Street a Grooming Parlour 
will serve black coffee while massage, 
manicure, hair-styling and the rarer rites 
of the toilet are attended to by a highly 
trained staff of gentlemen’s gentlemen. 

Women’s fashions, to contrast with 
masculine exquisitries, will become 
more severe. A new comet will shoot 
into the fashion firmament in the first 
week of the July Collections in Paris. 
This designer will introduce the Column 
Look, inspired by the architecture of 
ancient Greece. The Look will be 
achieved by eliminating the waist 
altogether and sculpting the bust high 
and straight. From a diaphram girdle 
directly under the breast the dress will 
hang straight to the hem. The silhouette 
will thus have the effect of a column, the 
capital being represented by the corsage, 
the fluting of the column by all-round 
permanent pleats. 








The Column Look will be of three 
Orders—the Doric, the Ionic, and the 
Corinthian: the Doric with a plain 
entablature bust; the Ionic with the 
capital (that is to say, the bosom or 
corsage) coiled over, scroll-like; the 
Corinthian with an elaborate corsage 
decorated by lace or embroidery to 
represent acanthus leaves. The Corin- 
thian will be most suited to the merry 
widows; the Ionic to the gay divorcees; 
the Doric to the young marrieds and 
wise virgins. An attempt to introduce 
a Little Doric for debutantes will be 
unsuccessful, and debutante fashions 
will continue traditionally romantic, 
unaffected by the classical renaissance. 

On informal occasions fashions will 
be more Roman than Grecian. For 
shopping, street togas in cool linen will 
be worn with sandals; about the house, 
simple little villa tunics will be the order 
of the morning; and for the sweet 
disorder of the evening uncrushable 
nylon togas will be casually correct. 
The new Parisian designer, following 
the custom of all French dress houses, 
will create his own range of perfumes: 
Femme de César, Au-dessus Suspicion, 
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and Et tu Beauty; for men, a toilet water 
named “ Narcissus.” 

The calm of the political scene will be 
ruffled by an announcement that, owing 
to the ever increasing importance of 
fashion to our export trade, a new 
Ministry is to be set up under a 
Secretary of State for Fashion Affairs, 
the appointment to be filled by the man 
who tops the poll in the election of the 
best-dressed M.P. ‘This is deeply 
resented at the Board of Trade, whose 
Under-Secretaries see themselves no 
longer invited to the fashion shows and 
champagne receptions which are now 
the better part of their day’s work. 
Crisis, however, will be averted when 
the President of the Board of Trade 
wins the best-dressed ballot, and a com- 
promise is effected by merging the 
Departments into a combined Ministry 
of Trade and Fashion. 

As the month draws to a close, Parlia- 
ment will disperse for the Summer 
Recess, Society will transfer its circus to 
pleasure grounds abroad, and the 
fashion designers will settle down to 
devise new looks and lines while their 
little victims play. : 

ALISON ADBURGHAM 
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GOOD 
people at work. 


month for watching 
A Holes will be 
freely dug in «streets and the 
slumberous sound of hot tar sizzling 
underfoot will soothe the jaded nerves 
of Londoners. There may be a move to 
stop rebuilding in the neighbourhood of 
St. Paul’s, on the ground that the 
nesting-sites of black redstarts are being 
seriously interfered with. 

Holes will also be dug in sand, chiefly 
by merrymakers too young for beach 
cricket. ‘Tar, too, will accompany these 
activities; but it will not be hot. A good 
tip for getting rid of tarry oil-patches 
on linen trousers is to cut them out with 
scissors, preserving any left-over scraps 
of clean material for scraping the soles 
of the feet, rubbing furtively at hotel 
chintzes, etc. Beware of jellyfish on the 
fifteenth. 














“Don't bother to tell me what you thought about that 1.b.w. 
telephoto-lens followed you back to the pavilion, actually, and the 
whole lip-reading world got it verbatim.” 
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Rather fewer American humorists 
will visit Britain this summer than in 
1955, but the loss will be compensated 
to some extent by the influx of Russian 
tourists—a circumstance which will 
enable Miscellany writers to draw 
attention to the difference between wit 
and humour. The Observer’s “Profile” 
of the Editor of Krokodil is likely to be 
the highlight of a month not otherwise 
remarkable for journalistic scoops. 
Molotov will be féted in Cheltenham. 
The inclination of the Earth’s axis to 
the Ecliptic will be approximately 
23° 26’ 42°. This indicates that the 
Olympic Games at Melbourne will not 
take place this month, but will be held 
in November when the weather is 
warmer in those parts. The late date 
makes accurate prognostication of the 
results of the various events impossible. 
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English athletes, however, who now 
hold World’s Best Performance records 
for 620 yards, 13 miles and all distances 
between 1100 and 1245 metres, will 
amply justify the confidence reposed in 
them, or worthily uphold the good 
name of British sportsmanship—which- 
ever seems the apter phrase. The 
runners carrying the sacred flame from 
Greece to Melbourne will start about 
the middle of the month on the long 
overland haul through Russia, China 
and Indonesia, and their disappearance 
will form the subject of an interchange 
of sharply-worded Notes from interested 
Governments. Pandit Nehru is expected 
to intervene. More about this next 
year. 

A strike of 
landladies, 


seaside hotel staffs and 
timed for August Bank 
Holiday Week, will show the nation at 
its best, and any inconvenience to the 
general public will be coincidental and 
greatly regretted by the strikers. Cabinet 
Ministers are likely to be recalled from 
Madeira and the South of France, to 
show keenness. Holidaymakers unable 
to obtain food or beds will receive an 
official reminder that world wars tend 
to break out in August or September, 
The Prime 
Minister will advise them, in a specially 
recorded fireside chat, to seek shelter 
in churches and pray for a 
harvest. 


when the corn is ripe. 


late 


Saturn was in conjunction with the 
Moon on the 24th of August 1955, but 
what it will be doing this year is any- 
body’s guess. This comes of going to 
press before the other almanacks are 
out. Still, it is safe to say that August 
is a good month for lending caravans 
and terminating friendships, in that 
order. Abroad, all is ominously quiet. 
At home, Bailey remains at seven not 
out. Trade fluctuates, and money comes 
and goes in about equal proy«tions. 
Tobacco steadies at five-and-twopence 
an ounce. All in all, this is as good a 
time as any to stop working. 


H. F. Evuis 
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HIS is the time when publishers 
begin being in time for Christmas. 
Readers may find helpful a few 


advance notices of books to avoid this 
autumn. 


Supine. Noél Coward. Account of 
visitors to island paradise inhabited by 
author between cabaret appearances. 
Publishers claim mention of 1,183 
celebrities. Biographical footnotes by 
Mr. Coward’s Social Filing Clerk 
possibly useful to student of inter- 
national society. Some menus. Illus- 
trations include one guest in seven. 
Pages of specimen signatures. 


I Suake My Fist: The Collected 
orations of W. N. Warbey. Only such 
portions of the author’s speeches as 
denounce, deride or call on high heaven 
are included. 


Wooparp, FounpER OF LANCING. 
Evelyn Waugh. This work of pupillary 
piety is advertised as likely to appeal 
to all who cherish the memory of their 
schoolfellows as sacred. The blurb 
claims that it shows Mr. Waugh’s 
for reverence fully extended. Some 
School Songs are printed in the 
Appendix and there is a list of Old 
Boys who have attained office in 
Chambers of Commerce and the like. 


gifts 
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Cuats TO OrDINANDs. C. S. Lewis. 
This may be “A sparkling dissection of 
contemporary Sabellianism” and “A 
classic of intellectual high spirits,’”’ but 
it would undoubtedly increase the 
natural strain of Ordination. Young 
men at such a time need reassuring that 
they will be able to deal with church 
heating and Mothers’ Unions and leaky 
fonts, not to be faced with “A veritable 
cascade of paradoxes.” 


Arter You, Puease. In this volume, 
published in aid of The Soctety of 
Authors, each chapter is written by a 
fresh writer without preliminary con- 
sultation. Device already used for 
Detective Novel but not for Family 
Chronicle. Rambling Broadwater 
Family introduced in first chapter by 
Mazo de la Roche. Other contributors 
include G. B. Stern, Angela Thirkell, 
Jonquil Anthony, Elizabeth Bowen and 
Agatha Christie, who brings the story 
to a close. Eight folding Family Trees 
included. 


Tie Way Ir Feets Deep Down. 
Collection of miscellaneous testimonies 
by leading American comics. Tributes 
mostly to Democracy, Rural Life at the 
turn of the century or Religion as 
Mother made it. Abbott and Costello 
are wistful about Billy Graham. Martin 
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and Lewis comment favourably on the 
grant of fiscal autonomy to the Philip- 
pines. Olsen and Johnson show the 
relevance of their favourite hymns to 
the problems of the Free World. 
Groucho Marx wonders whether in 
the rush of modern life we 
not forgotten some old and 
things. 


have 


sweet 


Macic CASsEMENTS. 
Maugham. The author is quoted 
saying “Poetry both tells a story and 
enriches our secret flame.”” He makes 
“the Great English Songsters once 
again accessible to the man in the 
street.” The lives of the victims are 
recounted in a spritely manner and the 
excellences of their work  sturdily 
affirmed. The last chapter takes the 
form of a cross-examination of Milton 
by Mr. Maugham, both on his technique 
and on his opinions of later poets: he 
rates Drinkwater above Noyes. 


Somerset 


Variety Butuseyes. A full reprint 
of the thirty comedy scripts that have 
elicited most applause from 
audiences in recent years. 
the audiences are 
illustrations. 


studio 
Five of 
shown in_ the 


RicHAaRD ALDINGTON BY His Con- 
TEMPORARIES. R. G. G. Prict 


poangagng ne gaged: 


panetAgne enRRNOONEN O29 bengdhe GAAAnIM HyAHNs108NnG0 oa) 
BARA aad SOZARRR ARRROdE BEART RA WIE LEPEED WO 0 Voc AE. OAD GP RARSAAG th C0 
SEOQOMOSGAd Sie ROG H YENSRGSE ABS ET OBOGE 


OP ABAAMVGS HOPS TI PAA og ati 


not 





POST OFFICE 
TELEPHONES 
2 





Oe Oss r \ 








PUNCH ALMANACK, November 7 1955 





POON 


OCTOBER 








SIM. TWIT FS 
~ltl2l3\4isle 
7/8! 9 /10/11|12/13 
TURTIEC IRL ART IRCCS 
21 | 22|23|24| 25/26/27 
28/29/30/31.- |. |» 





Winter is a Cubbin’-in 


W HEN the Belvoir stirs from its summer sleep and the Quorn begins to sprout 
Then the time is come for Sir Isidore Plum the sportsman to venture out; 
In a splendid coat of scarlet and tops a-shine like the sun 


He’ll motor in rug-rolled luxury to see the season begun. 


A vividly-polished horsebox will precede him to the meet 
With a vividly-polished horse inside to receive his distinguished seat; 
And there a couple of panting grooms will lever him into position 


And he’ll sit for a time exchanging nods of reluctant recognition. 


And oh, the traditional pageantry, the scene how gay and glad, 
With the hounds and the horsemen baying, and the ladies shouting like mad! 
Sir Isidore (once of Salford) is carried away, as ever, 


And heedlessly swallows a stirrup-cup that he knows will play hell with his liver. 


Then the field streams over the landscape, hound and human and horse, 
Squire and farmer and stockbroker—and Sir Isidore Plum, of course, 
Though Sir Isidore’s hardened arteries compel him to watch the chase 


Without riding more than a yard or two from his original place. 


And when the cavalcade’s out of sight and its music comes faint and far 

Sir Isidore Plum will be helped to the ground and driven away in his car. 

Sut the annual gossip paragraph will speed on its sociable rounds 

How “Sir Isidore Plum, who is eighty-one, still enjoys a day with the hounds.” 


B. A. YouNG 


tf 
“That's what comes of not keeping a diary.” 
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The Crystal Screen: 


OMMERCIAL ‘TV starts its 
second year of life with a brand- 
new forward-looking _ policy. 

Here is the pick of the month’s pro- 
grammes for October 1956. 

Oct. 3. “‘What’s My Line?” An 
entirely new panel game, presented by 
Adler’s, makers of the sensational Kold 
Kumfort Kreem and Vapid (Brand) 
Deodorant. Chairman: Stanley 
Matthews. Panel: Billy Wallace, Greta 
Garbo, Freddie Trueman and Grizelda 
Brown (““The Zoo Woman’’). 

Oct. 8. “‘ Fabian of the C.I.D.” The 
39th in a series of films specially made 
for British television by Ajax Films Inc. 
of Hollywood, Cal. Featuring Johnny 
Ray (as Fabian), Boris Karloff, Rin- 
Tin-Tin III and full supporting . cast. 
srought to your home by courtesy of 
“*Cheezit”’ cocktail biscuits. 

Eat “ Cheezit” biks before the show and 

after, 

And during too, to change your tears to 

laughter. 

Oct. 11. “Romeo and Cleopatra.” 
Fifteen-minute condensation of Two 
world-famous plays by William Shake- 
speare. Sensation, smouldering passion, 
fisticuffs! Starring Flora Robson, John 
Mills and Diana Dors. 


Presented by 
“ Eeziwick”’ 


Oil-lamps, “The Light 
that Flatters and Costs so Little.” 

Oct. 17. “The News.” Aidan 
Crawley sums up the situation at home 
and overseas. From an idea by Maurice 
Winnick. 

Oct. 20. 
visit by 


“Association Football.” A 
our roving-eye cameras to 
Ernest Dudley, Edgar 
Lustgarten and Leslie Welch help you 
to fill in your coupon, show you how to 
sign it and post it. 

Oct. 21. ‘Like Pickles.” The first 
of a new series for the old folk, the 
oppressed and the afflicted. Brought to 
you by ‘‘ Mortuary Master’? Embalming 
Fluid. (Try the new 3s. 6d. handy 
economy pack.) A. B. H. 


Littlepools. 
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LL of us at some time or another 
A must have opened our front 
doors in the morning and found 

that we were unable to see across the 
road. Now, when this happens there is 
no need to panic, or even to seek pro- 
fessional advice. There may be some 
perfectly simple explanation. We may 
have mis-set the alarm and got up in 
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boxes are few and far between, or have 
been thoughtlessly replaced by wall- 
type letter slits, try drawing in the 
breath through the nose—a_ sharp 
hissing intake (almost a sniff) is all that 
is necessary—and expelling it again 
immediately through the mouth. In this 
way the air, with its dangerous accre- 
tions of smoke and _ tissue-destroying 


How to Keep Healthy in Fog 


By a Harley Street Physician 


the middle of the night. There may be 
an eclipse. We may have our hat over 
our eyes. But nevertheless, as any 
qualified doctor will tell you, it is always 
wise to think of the possibility of fog. 
Patients often ask me: ‘Doctor, 
what is fog?” Well, the answer is 
“We don’t really know.” Like many 
other physical and mental disorders, we 
qualified doctors only recognize it by 
its effects. Doctors are trained to 
diagnose things like fog from various 
disconnected signs—fog signals, for 
instance. Or, if you happen to be near 
the: coast, fog horns. To doctors these 
signs, particularly if they come to- 
gether, are almost diagnostic of fog. 


The next question is usually a frank 
one: ‘‘What shall I do, doctor, if I 
begin to suffer from fog myself?” 
Here we doctors can be a little more 
definite. If you find yourself in fog the 
best thing to do is not to breathe at all. 
Some people, I admit, may find this 
impracticable. So, if you must breathe, 
try drawing breaths in places where the 
fog is less dense. There are plenty of 
these within reach of everyone. Fog is 
quite thin in small enclosed spaces like 
pillar-boxes, for instance. So when 
you walk down the street draw a deep 
breath at each pillar-box and hold it to 
the next ot. In areas where pillar- 


gases, is kept well clear of the lungs. It 
is only by all of us taking such simple 
measures as these that the health of our 
nation can be maintained. 


Another thing all of you must be 
wondering is: ‘‘What are you doctors 
doing about fog? Do you think that one 
day you'll abolish it?” 

That’s a more difficult one to answer. 














Doctors have been studying fog now for 
many years, and we’re getting to know 
a lot about it. We know, for instance, 
that fog generally slows down the rate 
of human locomotion. We have noticed 
that, in fog, people as a whole prefer to 
spend their time inside their homes 
rather than out in the street—an 
interesting piece of sociological research. 
We also know that fog makes people 
less able to recognize familiar objects at 
a distance. From such scattered facts as 
these we doctors have to piece together 
the whole picture of fog. This takes 
time, because we have found that, most 
unfortunately, fog can be studied only 
in the winter. But I have one encour- 
aging piece of news: scientists are now 
evolving a method of creating fog in the 
summer as well, so that soon we shall be 
able to study it all the year round. 


So next time you think you're 
suffering from fog, don’t worry. And 
on no account, unless you are a private 
patient, rush to your doctor at the first 
slight mist. RicHarp GORDON 























ROGRESS cannot be made up 
into neat twelve-month packages, 


and 1956 will perhaps be re- 
membered more than any other year as 
one of unfinished business. The famous 
May traffic jam between Cannon Street 
and Pall Mall was given up as a bad job 
in July and the new road surface was 
built over it in September, but there is 
as yet no settlement on the question of 
compensation for the owners of the 
embalmed vehicles or for ground-floor 
tenants along the route, and we still 
await the promised re-styling of the 
still visible tops of buses, though their 
interiors are in full swing as under- 
ground Similarly, 
though there was much talk of legis- 
lation to make the non-suppression of 
electrical appliances a capital offence, 
no Bill was introduced, and _ thirty 
million viewers continue to suffer from 
interference Despite the 
passing of the latest plan, newly-built 
City office blocks have not yet been 
demolished. The findings of the Royal 
Commission on Vegetable Poisoning in 
Agriculture still hang fire. 

Britain’s armed forces have been fully 
engaged throughout the year, and 
during successive strikes and stoppages 
have moved in to operate the banking, 
tailoring and dry-cleaning industries, 
the Law Courts, the inland waterways, 
deck - chairs, gamekeeping, 
cabaret, county cricket, upholstery and 


conveniences. 


neurosis. 


seaside 
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Looking Back on 1956 


even religion—an anonymous Bom- 
bardier preaching strongly in St. Paul’s 
on Armistice Sunday. As a quid pro quo 
mutinies by national servicemen at 
Aldershot, Devonport and Cranwell led 
to a short but effective interregnum by 
Whitehall civilians. 

With five deaths from heatstroke on 
November 5 and countrywide _ice- 
skating on August Bank Holiday the past 
twelve months have been of considerable 
meteorological interest. In February 
and March flooding in the North 
coincided with an official drought in the 
South, and emergency measures to 
transfer water from localities which had 
too much to those which had not 
enough were defeated by a sudden 
reversal of conditions. In April a 
Ministry of Weather was set up, and 
the Lord Mayor launched an appeal for 
those in stricken areas whose television 
sets had been affected by water. 

Undoubtedly the most sensational 
development in the Arts was the New 
Music, or ‘‘ Newsic,” and thousands 
crowded the Royal Albert and Festival 
Halls to hear orchestras of a hundred 
giving concerts on hockey-sticks, bottles, 
kitchen utensils of every kind and 
tightly - stretched eiderdowns; M. 
Klangez’s concerto for steel helmet 
and rope-ladder fired all critics. More 
than six million people attended the 
lying-in-state of Ed Baloe, the panelist, 
after he had been torn to pieces by 


arulby 


while 
Pangbourne. 
British sport benefited from the new 
barter system under which foreign 
racing motorists were exchanged for 
British footballers. There were teeth- 
ing troubles, as when an Arsenal 
centre-half and goalkeeper found them- 
selves legally bound to open for the 
Gentlemen at Lord’s, but all went well 
in the end. 
al attraction 


admirers opening a féte at 


The year’s most sensation- 

was the match between 
Wolverhampton Wanderers and an 
eleven of big Pools 
(Wolves won, 207-0). 

Abroad, the level of world unrest was 
well maintained. Oil dumping at sea 
continued. MM. Boulais, ‘Trinon, 
Callé, _ Poussine, Propre, Foulard, 
Tricheton, Ciambé and Montpoulet tied 
equal, in a public opinion poll, as the 
French Premier most likely to succeed. 
Russia claimed to have found the 
known Chaucer manuscript, 
buried thirty feet under Red Square, 
and American fashion-houses took up 
the vogue in one-piece, ears-to-ankle 
dinner pyjamas in radiation-proof tree 
bark. An invasion of Gibraltar by the 
Spanish was “not recognized” by the 
British Foreign Office, and officially has 
not taken place. 

All prophecies made, in Almanacks 
and other publications, about the events 
of 1956 proved to be false. 

J. B. Boornroyp 
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fabulous moustache intercepts pretty picturer 
interference from the ether, whilst the other zonttera y ¢ 
snowflakes upon the disintegrating Tobi To... oe 
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From Mr. Salvador Dali 


“a 
cay 
The 


From Lady Docker 





From the Critics’ Circle 
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Round the Yule Log 


(In order not to spoil our readers’ fun we are printing no answers, offering no prizes and entering into no correspondence. 


The 


Editor’s silence is final.) 


AFFAIRS OF STATE 

1. Are the following now legal in March? (a) Bullfinches; 
(b) Vampires; (c) Hoopoes; (d) Crypts; (e) Agene; (f/f) 
Branded Blondes. 

2. Which of the following items would you include in the 
Cost of Living Index? (a) Tea; (b) Football Pools; (c) 
Alimony; (d) Aqualungs; (e) Easter Offerings. 

3. Either give the average number of Divisions attended 
by Liberal peers in June or redraft the question. 

4. Arrange in a sinister order: (a) The removal of 
purchase tax on cotton; (b) The Austrian Treaty; (c) The 
accession to full sovereignty of the Bonn government; (d) 
Mr. Tom O’Brien; (e) Mr. Norman Collins. 


ABROAD, OVERSEAS AND FOREIGN 

1. Do you ever find yourself confusing Seretse Khama 
and the Kabaka of Buganda? 

2. Where would you expect to find most beds slept in 
by Mr. Nehru? (a) The Middle East; (6) The Caribbean; 
(c) North Africa; (d) The Middle West. 

3. Mention the last five French Premiers. (The datum line 
should be the day and time of reading this, not that of publication. 
Disregard any tenure of office that did not include time for one 
complete meal with coffee and liqueurs.) 

4. Complete the following: (a) NATO is to UNO as 
SEATO is to ; (b) A red rag is to a bull as Central 
African Federation is to ; (c) Dulles is to Eisenhower as 
Molotov is to ——; (d) Racing is to Australia as ——— is to 
Newfoundland. 

5. Mention three places in which the Archbishop of 
Canterbury has held Press 
Conferences. 

6. Is the Church of South India up to establishment? 
List the posts so far held by Mr. Malcolm Macdonald in 1955. 

7. What position is filled by (2) Ho Viet Minh; (+) Mao 
Dai; (c) Averell Narriman; (d) Menzies-France; (e) 
Nomination by the President subject to confirmation by 
the Senate. 


Conferences about Press 


Sport, ENTERTAINMENT, CULTURE, TELEVISION, ETc. 
1. Name: (a) The painter of “Bottlescape”; (6) The 


WHAT ARE THESE? 








(a) ssvaf yranys v 40f Suippnd por4s018992q 


(b) (pasop2) xoqg-4240:u D fo 40149]u1 ay T 
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painter of the painter of “Bottlescape”; (c) Orson Welles’s 
principal fan; (d) Mrs. John Profumo; (e) The senior Earl 
in show business; (f) The Flowerpot Men; (g) The referee 
in the Marciano-Cockell fight. 

2. Draw a curve to illustrate either The effect of the 
Entertainment Tax on the older London theatres or Sabrina. 

3. Which items do not belong in the group? (a) Sir 
Mortimer Wheeler, A. J. Ayer, C. S. Lewis, Jimmy Edwards; 
(6) Stephen Spender, Hugh Cudlipp, John Lehmann, Peter 
Quennell; (c) Bellini, Leonardo, Annigoni, Veronese. 

4. Arrange in order of plausibility: (a) Sir Anthony 


Eden; (6) Mrs. Knight; (c) Billy Graham; (d) Douglas 
Duff; (e) Michaela Denis; (f) The Evening Standard. 


Home News 

1. Has the weather this year been worth more than 
thirty bob a day? 

2. Account for the number of men quoting The Manchester 
Guardian in early April. 

3. Who was alleged to have (a) Flirted before his wife’s 
friends; (b) Become Mrs. J. at seven o'clock each night; 
(c) Given her husband mud sandwiches; (d) Sawed into her 
husband’s wooden leg; (e) Had five toothmarks in shoulder. 

4. Mention, if possible, one paper to which Mr. Randolph 
Churchill has not contributed strictures on the Press. 

5. Would using the roof of the Daily Express office make 
much impression on the parking problem? 

6. Arrange in order of gaiety (a) Battersea Fun Fair; 
(6) Woburn Abbey; (c) The Edinburgh Festival; (d) The 


Imperial Institute. 


GIVE THE QUESTIONS TO WHICH THE FOLLOWING ARE BELIEVED 
TO BE THE ANSWERS 

1. (a) Mrs. Gerald Legge; (6) Lady Docker; (c) The Air 
Ministry Roof. 

2. (a) 12 months; (6) Jury disagreed; (c) Disqualification 
removed; (d) Five years; (e) Whip restored. 
3. (a) Tinsley Green; (6) Caught and bowled; (c) Sir 
Charles MacAndrew; (d) In the ninth round; (e) By a head. 

4. (a) Genghiz Khan; (6) Tamburlaine; (c) Montezuma; 
(d) Attila; (e) Captain Gammans. R. G. G. Price 


(Stand on your head to get results) 


(c) (sauiy QO6E Payfiusoum) aauy s.a9q Y 





The Stellar System 


favours. Handleadvertising. Use,”’ 
it adds, “initiative.” 

Author is Katina Theodossiou, and 
that—in her “Day-by-Day Guide” in 
the monthly magazine Prediction—was 
her advice about what you ought to 
have done on the First of July. Pre- 
sumably you are a regular reader of 
Prediction, otherwise one doesn’t quite 
sec how you are getting by, let alone 
away with it. So one takes it that is what 
you did on July 1. If you didn’t you 
were not merely foolish in disregarding 
the best tipster we have—straight from 
the stars’ beam, and by this I mean no 
disrespect at all to Lyndoe (may 
Capricorn give him a 10-1 winner), or 
Naylor (he has been dead right so far 


95 
about everything that has happened 
this entire year), or David Saxby of the 
Sunday Express, who recently told 
Aquarious chaps (born between January 
20 and February 18) that this is “rather 
an emotional sort of time. It seems that 
people say and do needlessly harsh 
things”—but you were entirely out of 
line with about twenty million of your 
fellow countrymen, and, I will add here, 
your fellow countrywomen, who have 
got through this past year without undue 
disaster chiefly by paying proper atten- 
tion to what the astrologers in the 
Sunday newspapers have to tell them. 

Be a little bit frank and self-critical, 
think back, and ask yourself whether or 


ig says here ‘‘Go after cash, prestige, 


S 


maw, & 


not you did or did not, on July 1, go 
after cash, prestige, or favours. Admit- 
tecly there are still a score of laggards in 
the country who are not yet in the 
advertising business, and if you happen 
to be one of these you evidently could 
not have obeyed Katina’s fourth in- 
struction. Never mind. One assumes 
you kept as calm as possible and waited 
until July 2, because you had read on 
and could see that this was going to be 
quite a day. It was, if you recall, a 
Saturday, and Katina Theodossiou’s 
star-chart told that there would be 
“changeable conditions to-day, especi- 
ally in the morning. For pleasure,” 
advised Katina and a number of planets, 
“attend clubs.” 

Fortunately Pandit Nehru and Mr. 
“Billy” Wallace got their copies of 
Prediction in time, and attended clubs 
for pleasure. So did Marlene Dietrich; 
and Mrs. Braddock, though she missed 
the exact date, did her best. People 
not attending clubs on that date include 
the Chairman of the Coal Board and 
Mr. Khrushchev, who had been asked to 
attend clubs less because the porter is 
always in the pay of Time magazine, and 
reports on every time you take a glass of 
sherry and a biscuit. They slipped up 
there, and even a cursory look at the 
stars shows they are going to pay for the 
omission—heavily. 

Strictly a propos of all this is that 
story about when this big figure on the 
Beaverbrook press—I can’t recall at the 
moment whether it was Mr. Frank 
Owen or Mr. Christiansen or some 
character called Gordon Keeble or words 
to that effect—had his worst moment of 
the war. 

Other people had told theirs—alone 
with Rommel in Tobruk, alone with 
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SheRRIFF'S 


By Claud Cockburn 


Wingate in Jerusalem, alone with the 
land-mine in Bethnal Green—and this 
chap (I’ve already stated he was big, and 
I mean big) had to come up with some- 
thing fairly eerie, and, by George, he did. 
He said that on a certain Friday night 
he was rung up by a certain wife of a 
certain Chief of Imperial General Staff. 
(In case, by the way, you don’t believe 
it, this story is absolutely true.) She 
had met this big Beaverbrook chap at a 
certain party, given, it may now be 
revealed, by a certain party, and she 
wished to ask a favour of him. (Had this 
been July 1, 1955, she would of course 
have been quite in order asking favours. 
As things were, she was entirely 
premature.) 

The favour she wished to ask of him 
was could he, as a favour, get a copy of 
the Sunday Express containing the star- 
man’s stuff—just that page would do— 
rushed to her husband earlier than the 
regular delivery time of the Sunday 
Express? Because why? Because the 
Chief of Imperial General Staff sud- 
denly found himself up against a 
“serious, not to say vital, absolutely 
urgent—you do understand what I 
mean—military decision.” He had, she 
reiterated, to decide something. And he 
couldn’t, she said, and never had, made 
up his mind to decide anything until he 
had read the Sunday Express star-man’s 
stuff. 

After that, every time this man 
thought of the Army he felt a queer 
fear, here. 

And yet the Italian newspapers have 
been having the impertinence to attack 
us for what they call an “unethical use 
of the stars,”” which, they say, is why 
Mussolini went down the drain, thus 
counteracting the silly old theory that it 
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was because somebody else got there 
firstest with the mostest men. 

If you have been following your 
planet-men carefully during the past 
year—and if you haven’t, I hardly know 
what business you imagine you have 
reading an almanack—you had better 
also remember that way back in that 
World War II (remember the incident? 
Interesting while it lasted) the Admiralty 
hired an Austrian or someone of that 
kind who had been a pupil of Hitler’s 
chief astrologer. And this man’s vital 
job in the war effort was to tell the 
Admiralty what he thought Hitler’s 
astrologer was telling Hitler, so that then 
we should know what the stars foretold 
for Hitler and make it not happen. 

The Admiralty for some extra- 
ordinary reason—the whole thing is 
written down in a book by the Austrian, 
or possibly Bavarian—wanted to know 
what day Hitler was going to invade 
England on. (Probably the result of one 
of these inter-departmental rows— 
didn’t want to have the fighting get to 
the beaches and the damned Army take 
the credit for whatever happened.) 

So this chap—the Saxon or Prussian 
or whatever he was—looked up the star- 
chart that he thought Hitler’s star-chap 
was looking up, and he saw that what 
this chap was going to tell Hitler was 
that on a certain date the thing to do for 
pleasure was not so much attend clubs 
as invade an island. 

Oh, golly! 

Well, naturally, when the flap was 
over it was C-R-E-T-E and not U.K. 
that got the business, but it very, very 
definitely showed that this Rhinelander 
at the Admiralty was more than worth 
his salt. Had it been otherwise we 
shouldn’t even have known. Imagine 
that. 

If it proves anything—and it certainly 





does not—it is that ‘you, and you, and 
you, and I mean you sitting there with 
your mouth half open, ought to ‘have 
kept your weather eye at least half open 
for what the big gazers and predictors 
in the Sunday newspapers have been up 
to during this year, upon which all of us 


look back with feelings of mingled, etc., 
etc. 

You know as well as I do that some 
time ago there was a row about whether 
these prophets were infringing some 
law there is against fortune-telling. If 
they ever were infringing they stopped 
immediately the stars and a man from 
the Yard said it would be advantageous 
not to infringe. So now all they do is 
tell you what is going to happen to you 
next, depending upon when you were 
born. And what I 
have to report here is 
that in my opinion 
these Capricorns 
(December 21— 

January 19) are get- 

ting a monstrously IL 

unfair break, and 

have been since nearly the beginning 
of the year. 

David Saxby (and personally I feel 
Dave Saxby knows) sets the tone when 
he writes of the Capricorn fraternity: 


“Clear-cut trends in all matters. A 
switch in some money interest changes 
your views. Plans too, perhaps. Best 
feature of the work is the betterment 
in domestic arrangements and friend- 
ship matters.” 


Compare this—and this sort of thing 
has been going on far too long—with 
what happens to the Aries man, and I 
don’t mind saying that I have been an 
Aries man all my life, man and boy, and 
if it comes to that, baby; born April 12. 


“Aries. March 21—April 20. The 
early part of the week is irritating. A 
number of private concerns get fouled 
up through other people’s stupidity. 
By Thursday you should have sorted 
this out.” 


Thanks, Dave, thanks a whole lot. 

Hoping against hope that Dave could 
have got his signals mixed, I rushed 
back to the daddy of them all— 
Prediction—to see could there be some- 
thing nicer. What it said was: 


“While some Sun-Arians will have 
nothing to complain of, many will feel 
slightly discontented—perhaps because 
life seems to lack sparkle and excite- 
ment. The big thing is to see that 
there is enough variety and interest in 
your life during July. You need to 
make a conscious effort to entertain, 
to go to concerts, parties, and sports 
meetings, and to fit in week-end 
trips.” 


Bulganin and, so far as I know, the 
Foreign Editor of the New York Herald 
19 


Tribune, are both Sun-Arians, like me, 
and it is little wonder that they fret. 

Twisting the knife, John Naylor— 
and I don’t doubt him for a minute, I 
wish I could—goes on to say: 


“Others in the family circle are 
bound to be having an eventful time.”’ 
(Hi-ya Foster D!) “In fact your own 
plans and affairs may be thrust into 
the background because it is necessary 
to entertain a relative or give them a 
hand with something they are doing 

With a little effort” (Naylor 
tells us) “ you could 
make the neigh- 
bours jealous.” 


MH 


But just as we are 
getting exhilarated 
comes once again the 
warning: 

“ Financial pros- 
pects this month will depend very 
largely on what is going on in the 
family circle. Money may be eaten 


up because you have to entertain 
relations.” 


Auntie! Auntie! Please not! 

Roughly from the fall of Dien Bien 
Phu until whatever it is that is happen- 
ing now, everyone seriously concerned 
has been reading the papers to find out 
what they should do, and immediately 
acting on the advice given. This fully 
explains everything that has, very 
roughly speaking, happened. It is why 
things are getting better. And if you 
find yourself a shade under the weather 
—like us Sun-Arians—best thing you 
can do is buy a Glama. 


“A.P., a gentleman, writes: 

‘Just to let you know I have had 
five wins since receiving my lucky 
Glama—all my friends want one now.’”’ 
I believe that if Senator McCarthy 

and good old G for Georgi Malenkov 
had had a Glama—‘‘all the mystery and 
magic of the Changeless Orient” (Hi-ya 
on ‘‘Changeless,” Chou-en-Lai?) “sur- 
rounds this wonderful ‘Talisman . . . a 
secret symbol embodying the mysterious 
charms of the Ancient East, owners of 
this Talisman claim that Glama will 
bring wonderful fortune to those who 
have been constantly dogged by ill-luck”’ 
—they would have had a distinctly 
happier year. 

Never too late to begin. It says here 
“Good week for not doing anything 
more unusual than customary. Watch 
grocers. Some interests may prove more 
interesting than sometimes.” 

Rush this to Bulganin and Dulles. 
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“Come down like a good girl and I’ll ask Santa to bring you one for Christmas.” 
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PROLOGUE 


An EF appears before the curtain. 
ELF: 
Long, long ago, in Shakespeare’s day, 
When all was ready for the play, 
To send before the curtain they 
Were wont 
An actor who would sketch the plot, 
Say who was who and what was what; 
They thought the scheme was pretty hot: 
We don’t. [Exit ELr 
Scene | 
A Wood. Enter Three Bears. 
First Bear: 
In happy summer days gone by 
We hunted hoards of honey; 
Our hearts were light, we knew not why, 
We had no thought of money; 
SECOND Berar: 
Till pride and mad ambition led 
Our parents to arrange 
That we should earn our daily bread 
Upon the Stock Exchange. 
TuirD Bear: 
“Sell stock,” they grunted, “when it’s high, 
Then wait for it to fall, 
And when you’ve got your profit, why, 
Just buy it back, that’s all!” 
ALL: 
But we’ve had to come back to the wood, 
There’s no place for a bear in the town, 
When we sold any stock it went up like a rocket, 
It seemed that it couldn’t stay down. 
We sold when the croaking arose about smoking, 
We sold when our dollars declined, 
We sold when the papers got up to their capers, 
We sold when Sir Winston resigned. 
When the steelworkers roared of their meagre reward, 
When the dockers came out of the hold, 
When the railwaymen swore they would have to have more, 
We sold and we sold and we sold. 
And up went the prices from crisis to crisis, 
And nothing behaved as it should, 
And our losses were vast so our parents at last 
Said we’d better come back to the wood, 
Yes! 
We've had to come back to the wood! 
Hurray! 
We’ve had to come back to the wood! 





Dick Whittington and 
His Cash 


A Pantomimette 


The sound of approaching footsteps is heard. 

First BEar: 

Someone’s coming! By his features 

One of those stockbroker creatures. 
SECOND BEAR: 

Surely you must be in error! 

This is no such shape of terror, 

He is suaver, svelter, subtler— 

Heaven preserve us! Mr. Butler! 
THIRD Bear: 

Nonsense! "Tis some harmless stripling, 

Curls upon his shoulders rippling— 

Is that Mr. Butler’s hair? 

Come! Be a bear! 


Enter Dick WHITTINGTON. 

Tuirp Bear: 

Handsome youth, we would be knowing 

Who you are and where you’re going. 
Dick: 

The other day, by some foul ritual, 

I was changed from my habitual—— 

Do you always carry on like this, by the way? 


I’m 
afraid I could never keep it up. The fact is, I’ve had a 
row with a sorcerer, and he’s turned me into an engine- 


driver. I suppose you know about their pay? I mean, 
I could hardly have got less if he’d turned me into a vicar. 

First Bear: 

All financial conversation 
Is our pet abomination. 

Dick: Well, anyway, I can’t live on it. I can hardly scrape 
together ten shillings a week for the Pools. I’m off to 
London to have a shot at being Lord Mayor, and I’m 
going to get a job for my cat, too. As you people might say, 

Surely there is bound to be 
Something for him on TV. 
First, I mean to have a shot 

At Gerald Iles and Peter Scott; 
If I fail, my target then is 
Armand and Michaela Denis. 


Enter Avice FITZWARREN. 

Auice: I want to get on a TV panel game! They’ll pay me 
huge sums for letting the viewers look over my house! 
Dick: Excuse me, but haven’t I met you somewhere later on? 
Auice: Yes, in London. We get married eventually. 

Dick: I'll look forward to it. 
(Sings) When I’m Lord Mayor of London 
And you are on TV 
We’ll never lack a modest whack 
Of sugar in our tea; 


ALICE: 
While judges’ wives in dingy dives 
Of bread and dripping sicken, 
With any luck we'll feed on duck, 
Or failing that, on chicken. 
Dick: 
Let Chiefs of Staff swig half and half 
And bank directors, shandy, 
Our veins will hum with gin and rum 
And, on occasion, brandy. 
ALICE: 
Even to-day our total pay 
A living wage should be, 
When you’re Lord Mayor of London 
And I am on TY. 
Eotu: 
Whea I’m (you’re) Lord Mayor of London town— 
And you are (I am) on TV! 


ScenE II 
Throgmorton Street. Enter Dick and ALICE. 
Dick: Why is a needy stockbroker like a Chinese baritone? 
A.ice: Because their notes are low? 
Dick: No—because you never hear of either. 
brokers are wealthy. 
Lord Mayor business. 


All stock- 
I’ve wasted enough time on this 
I’ll be a stockbroker! 


Enter a Fairy COMPANY PROMOTER. 

I am the fairy Abraham Krupp! 

Ask what you will: I'll fix it up. 

Aice: My friend Dick wants a job with princely pay and 
not too much to do, and I want to go on TV. 

F.C.P.: Before I grant your wish I must warn you that 
crippling taxes and creeping inflation are embarrassing 
even the wealthiest. Kindly fix your eyes on this copy 
of the Financial Times. (A picture appears on the front page.) 

This is a film studio. The man with “Chancellor’s 
Warning” across the small of his back is one of the foremost 
statesmen of the day, yet he is asking the producer for a 
part in his Macbeth. Listen. 

“I am seeking spare-time employment to supplement my 
income, and I thought that a preliminary conference at a high 
level might serve to clear away misunderstandings and open up 
avenues for future negotiations.” 

“We're short of a Lady Macduff.” 

“Given integrity and unity of purpose——” 

“We also want an Old Siward. Could you put us in touch 
with the owner of an even-tempered bloodhound?” 

*.C.P.: Even television stars are feeling the pinch, as the 
next picture will show. Here we see a celebrity whose 
name is a household word, trying to entertain a theatre queue. 


PA.; 
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“Now I’m going to stand on my head, I can’t think why, 
and at the same time, to pile the squalid on the ridiculous, 
I'll try to play ‘The Lost Chord’ on this double-bass fiddle.” 

Dick and ALice: We'd better go back to the wood. 


Scene III 
The Wood. Enter Dick and ALICE. 

Dick: If I loved you less, my dear, I might ask you to risk 
facing life on a trickle of strike pay, but 

AicE: The house that father gave us would bring in a 
thousand a year, turned into flats. 

Dick: We'd still be paupers, wretchedly trying to hush up 
our second-hand car and table-model TV. 


Enter the THREE BEARS, singing. 
BEARS: 
Furnace-red the sun is sinking, 
Through the blackened branches blinking 
On the woods’ decay; 
Dead and done are summer’s blisses, 
Winter’s metamorphosis is 
Plain on all we see, and this is 
Hibernation Day. 
Dick: Hibernation! That’s it, by Jove! Hibernate with the 
bears in the winter, and in the summer live frugally in the 
woods on the rent of the flats! (Sings): 


Hurrah for hibernation! Oh, heaven-sent release 


From nuclear bang and hold-up gang and all the joys of 


peace! 
When Notes are hurled across the world, and Protests 
penned with malice, 
Whoever’s tense with grim suspense, it won’t be me and 
Alice. 
ALICE: 
But let’s be gay on Christmas Day! We'll light up every 
taper, 
And laugh to see our shadows flee as through our halls 
we caper; 
BEARS: 
Though overhead the tempest’s tread may set our jellies 
quaking, 
With dance and song the whole night long we’ll celebrate 
our waking; 
We’ll eat and drink and never shrink from what the morn 
may bring, 
Because we know we'll only go to sleep until the Spring! 
ALL: 
Yes, all we’ll have to do is simply sleep until the Spring! 
T. S. Watt 
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OUTSTANDING PRESS PHOTOGRAPHS OF THE COMING YEAR—I 





By permission of the ‘‘Star” ‘‘Evening Standard” and ‘‘Evening Nets” 


It’s All in Here! 


By permission of the ‘‘News Chronicle”, ete. 


High Seas at Hove 





By permission of ‘‘The Times” 
Mr. K. R. Miller batting at Worcester in the opening match of the Australian cricket team’s tour of England and Scotland. 
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OUTSTANDING PRESS PHOTOGRAPHS OF THE COMING YEAR—II 


| 
? “a 


By permission of ‘‘ The Countryman” 
Nuthatch nests in Sussex craftsman’s trug 


By permission of the ‘“‘Daily Sketch” 
Wind plays tricks with bride’s veil 
at St. Margaret’s 


By permission of the “‘Daily Mirror” 


z 


By permission of the “‘Iilustrated London News” 


(Left) Fragment of a sacrificial beaker (circa 3256 B.C.) discovered on the supposed site of the Temple of the Sun at 
Ug-el-babar. (Right) Artist’s reconstruction of the Temple during the Festival of Ptoth. 
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OUTSTANDING PRESS PHOTOGRAPHS 
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T? ALBERT CRESCENT 


By permission of the “Sketch” By permission of the “Daily Express” 
Beating the bounds at Plumpton Abbas No. 11 Wellington Terrace 


By permission of the “Daily Telegraph” 
GIFT TO THE NATION. A general view of Goat Flats, Cambridgeshire, recently bequeathed to the National Trust 
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Journal 


ONDAY. ‘The usual end-of- 
M the-year crop of journalists 

who feel they can’t go on. It 
will be the same all week no doubt, 
with one or two Christmas Number 
complexes thrown in. Only three leader- 
writers this morning, however, and two 
of them were straightforward ‘brooks 
no delay” cases*. The third was quite 
inarticulate, and in a timed reaction- 
test answered “Summit” to every 
question put to him. I could do nothing 
with the man. 

Last patient to-day was a thin, 
nervous type, with pince-nez. Very pale, 
hands ingrained with ink, tips of the 
fingers flattened and calloused from 
typing. I put him down as a Boxing 
Correspondent or Twelfth Man, but he 
corrected me. He writes gardening notes 
twice weekly in a London daily, 
and is oppressed by a fear 
that he is beginning to repeat 
himself on Flowering Shrubs. 

I could find no _ previous 
instance of this particular 

phobia in my case-notes and 

was greatly interested. 
Apparently there is not much you can 
do with flowering shrubs except give 
long lists of those that do well in shady 
places and those that don’t, so that, as 
my patient put it, “it’s a job to keep 
your originality and freshness, when 
you've been at it twenty-five years.” I 
mentioned pruning, but it appears that 
pruning is a matter of making long lists 
of those that flower on last year’s wood 
and those that don’t. I need time to 
consider his case and fell back on the 
old dodge of insisting that we build him 
up physically before tackling the mental 
side. ‘‘You must get out more,’’ I told 
him. “Three weeks at Kew will make a 
different man of you.” 


Tuesday. A depressing day. People 
think that medical men become hardened, 





* ‘*Brooks no delay.”’ A contraction used 
by psychologists for ‘‘The urgency of the 
problem brooks no delay.’’ Leader-writers 
who conclude their leaders in this way often 
suffer from a feeling of frustration and 
neglect. 


ism, 
of considerable distinction, infusing conscious 
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of a Fleet Street Psychologist 


incapable of seeing the personal tragedy 
behind what is to them merely another 
“case.” It is not so. One feels at 
times so utterly inadequate. 

One of those Literary Miscellany 
men came in to-day. Not outwardly 
broken down, and no sign of mental 
anguish in speech or manner during the 
preliminary general chat I always 
encourage, though I noticed he had the 
Deferred Negative pretty badly. But 
when it came to the point and I asked 
him straight out what seemed to be the 
trouble, he began to shake all over. 
Couldn’t speak for a while and simply 
thrust a bundle of cuttings of his own 
work into my hands. My eye was at 
once caught by a number of expressions 
heavily ringed—‘‘How admirable a 
thing it is...” “. . . boon companions 

of an idle hour,” and so on. 
There was even an “O fie!” 
“You see?” my patient said, 
with tears in his eyes. ‘‘Do 
what I will, these vile gentilities 
come me cranking in. Why, I 
know not.” I at once began to 
question him about his adoles- 
cence, and found, as I expected, that he 
had been a heavy reader of Charles 
Lamb in his formative years. 

There was nothing that I or any man 
could do for him, and I téld him so. 
It is the kindest thing in the long run. 
He took it well, only asking me quietly 
whether it would get worse. 

“I am afraid so,” I said. 

“How long have I got?” he asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders. ‘Eighteen 
months. Perhaps two years. It depends 
on your Editor. You might hold the 
thing at bay for a time by the use of 
antidotes.” 

“And then?” 

“Woman’s Hour,” I said bluntly. 

I prescribed a course of Raymond 
Chandler, to give him a straw to cling 
to. But it is all quite hopeless. 


Wednesday. Nothing of much interest. 
A typical repressed Motoring Cor- 
respondent, forced by policy con- 
siderations to sublimate “The new 
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model has a tendency to shear the crown 
wheel after five hundred miles” into 
“One or two minor faults which the 
manufacturers have in hand.” Also a 
publicist with delusions of grandeur, 
and a markedly claustrophobic con- 
tributor of 500-word detective stories to 
the Evening Standard. Pure routine. 

Rather an amusing interview with a 
City Editor, who went into a long 
rigmarole about market trends and 
wanted to attribute his mcreasing 
languor and loss of confidence to his 
failure to foresee the rise in the Bank 
Rate some time ago. Quite by chance he 
let out that he had recently married a 
widow! I bundled him off in quick 
time to a Harley Street man who deals 
with that kind of problem. 


Thursday. A young man called for 
an aptitude test. What a relief it is when 
the usual stream of embittered, over- 
worked or maladjusted drudges is 
interrupted by a fresh uncomplicated 
mind, wanting not consolation or a cure 
but simple guidance! My practice with 
these would-be journalists is to converse 
with them on general topics at first, 
taking careful note of any marked trick 
of speech or turn of phrase. Often it is 
possible to grade a man successfully 
from a single expression or even word. 
Thus, if he starts every third sentence 
with a challenging ‘“‘Make no mistake 

.’ I recommend the Daily Express; 
if he is fond of the word “ disquieting” 
I send him to The Times; and so on. 
The method works well, and often years 
pass before men I have “placed” in this 
way return as regular patients. 

My caller of this morning, however, 
betrayed no definite indications, beyond 
a certain liveliness of phrase which 
inclined me to jot down a tentative 
“?Guardian” on my pad. I therefore 
proceeded to the Headline Test. This 
consists, of course, of a series of brief 
news items, to which I ask the patient 
to supply the first headline that comes 
into his head. The test is of great value 
in revealing the cast of mind, and the 
results are almost invariably diagnostic. 
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I began, as usual, with the classic “A 
well-dressed visitor crashed to his death 
in a cask of sulphuretted hydrogen at 
Clifton, Glos., early yesterday,” expect- 
ing the normal reaction “Clubman in 
Vat Death Fall,” or “A Tragic Mishap at 
Clifton,” as the case might be. To my 
surprise he at once replied “‘ Acid Drop.” 
Similarly, to an item about a leg of lamb 
found on a billiard table at Bourne- 
mouth, he replied ‘‘Potted Meat,” and 
when I followed this up by reading a 
brief account of a woman of title who 
had been reduced to eating chestnuts in 
the New Forest he responded, without 
hesitation, with “She Stoops to Conker.” 

Sent him along with a note of 
introduction to the front-page editor 
of the Evening News. 


Friday. As one gains experience, it 
is sometimes absurdly easy to make an 
absolutely instantaneous, and correct, 


diagnosis. None the less, the feeling of 
satisfaction persists—and the patient, 
of course, is at Once inspired with con- 
fidence in one’s ability to help him, 
which is half the battle. Man rushed in 
this morning, purple in the face, and 


gibbered at me. Kept tapping himself 
on the chest and holding his hands out 
in front of him about eighteen inches 
apart in a vertical plane. Then he'd 
thrust his right hand almost into my 
eye, with the forefinger and thumb an 
inch apart as though holding a lump of 
sugar. Then he’d reverse the 

process, mouthing and mumb- 

ling the while in a thoroughly 
unorganized manner. 

“The trouble with you Radio 
Critics ” I began. 

He collapsed into a chair and 
regarded me with positive awe while I 
ran quickly through the main features of 
his case. “You used to do five or six 
hundred words,” I suggested, “at a 
time when your paper’s TV man, if 
there was one, had at most a couple of 
inches. Right? Now the boot’s on the 
other leg with a vengeance. He gets the 
top of the column——” 

“A colamn and a half,” he snapped. 
“And half-inch heads over the two.” 

“Exactly. While you are lucky to be 


that our 
be lower 


eet, 


left with a couple of sneering paragraphs 
about Saturday-Night Theatre. So 
what? So you come creeping to me— 
as though J could resuscitate the sound 
radio you’ve done nothing but pick to 
pieces all your working life. Be off with 
you!” 

This direct attack brought him to his 
senses, as I intended it should, and he 
began to discuss his situation more 
rationally. He told me he had thought 
of trying for some gramophone-record 
reviewing in the serious weeklies, to eke 
out. I regarded this as a policy of 
despair, and said so pretty sharply. I 
get tired of these people who will not 
try to move with a changing world. 
Why on earth doesn’t the man turn 
himself into a nuclear fission expert, or 
offer himself as Space Critic to the 
Mail? The shining example of adapt- 
ability, in my experience, is the retired 
Brigadier who came to me shortly after 
the end of the war, complaining that he 
couldn’t sleep. The root of the trouble 
was that acceptances of his articles on the 
Use of Armour in Modern Warfare had 
fallen off by over sixty per cent since 
VE Day. I told him to face the facts, 
and he went straight out and did a 
series on Tea Shops in the Home 
Counties. Result, he is now a house- 
hold name, eating cucumber sandwiches 
twice-weekly on Television, and all his 

cakes are gateaux. It is simply 
amatter of flexibility and 
keeping abreast of the times. 


Saturday. Agreed to see two 
urgent cases at home—both 
women. The first had a con- 

temptuous look and fired off two 
Witticisms before she was well inside 
the door. I have learned to look 
for jealousy as the prime disturbing 
factor in female film critics, but this 
lady’s trouble was a different kind. She 
has begun to dream in Technicolor, 
she told me; and, what is worse, her 
dream-pictures appear in Wide Screen, 
so that her nightmares are three times 
as frightening as before. I advised a 
long holiday abroad, but it appears that 
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everywhere she wants to go has already 
been recommended by her paper’s 
Travel Correspondent, and she would 
rather die than take that woman’s 
advice. This is an unusual and 
complicated case, which will need 
further consideration. 

My second patient was very much 
younger, stylishly dressed and un- 
deniably attractive. She had a way of 
looking on the bright side of everything, 
so that it was some time before I dis- 
covered that she had lost her husband 
through taking her own advice on How 
to Make a Success of Marriage. It was, 
she told me (keeping her blue eyes on 
mine, as I like patients to do), Rather 
a Shock. The brute had suddenly told 
her, at breakfast, that he was tired of 
unfailing sympathy and understanding, 
brushed aside the cool hand she laid on 
his brow, and left without another word 
for Eastbourne with a tactless tennis- 
player. As a result, my patient had lost 
confidence in her own cheerful in- 
fallibility and feared relegation to the 
Jumper-knitting section. 

We had a long talk, and at the end of 
it I felt wonderfully soothed and relaxed. 
I advised divorce, and asked her to call 
for another consultation as soon as she 
was free. 


Sunday. Read the papers and noted 
down a number of promising potential 
patients. The Reversed Persecution 
Mania case in the Sunday Express is 


_ coming along nicely. Am also expecting 


the dreaded Purple Patches to break out 
any time now in the Observer “Profile” 
man. The News of the World, however, 
remains disappointingly normal psycho- 
logically. 

Query. Can “Atticus” be going to 
another man? 

H. F. Evvis 
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llen’s Revisited 


At Francis Allcn’s on the Christmas Eve— 
The game of forfeits done—the girls all kiss’d 
Beneath the sacred bush and past away 


I OFTEN think about that Christmas Eve 
At Francis Allen’s all those years ago, 
Feeling there must be something I have missed. 
I badly want to know 
Who these girls were who, having played, were so 
Immediately dismissed, 
And if the threat of epic made them quick to leave 
Or if they past away on being kissed. 


Somehow the whole proceeding smacks of beard, 
A manly, brown exuberance of hair 
Rich with tobacco smoke and noble thought. 
I seem to see them there 
Wagging with great words in the wilting air. 
I think the girls had fought 
Like mad beneath the bush and past away, and feared 
A further chance to let themselves be caught. 


Less noisy now than when they met to sup, 
Like gods together, careless of mankind, 
They turned to lofty thoughts of lordlier days, 
A high-flown frame of mind, 
Confident they were qualified to find 
Salvation in a phrase. 
Having no need themselves to do the washing up, 
They rounded off the night in, nobler ways. 


Noble indeed the thoughts that filled their heads 
(The girls all kiss’d) and kept them up so late 
To cure the age’s ills by candle light 
In comfortable state. 


They felt the imminence of something great 
That warmed the winter’s night, 
And sent them cosy up to cold and brass-bound beds 
Confident everything could yet be right. 


Tennyson. The Epic 


We should have felt ourselves a bit above 
Old Christmas customs, though we might have toyed 
With mistletoe as myth, and tribal rites, 
And forfeits out of Freud; 
But hardly thought our talents well employed 
On immemorial fights, 
Samite, and sable sails, and spiritual love, 
And Bedivere the last of Arthur’s knights. 


Saddest of all, the girls would not have gone, 
But stayed downstairs, determined to remain 
And get such fun as sitting up affords; 

Would, kissed, have kissed again 
And set the sort of incident in train 
Which very ill accords 
With epic, or have laid their sterile sense upon 
The cloudy lucubrations of their lords. 


They had so much we do not seem to miss 
(Not only beards), did Francis and his friends, 
But let the girls go we should want to stay. 
Our generation tends 
To subtler ethics and obscurer ends 
And less symbolic play. 
In Allen’s time the lines were sharper than in this, 
And always there was snow on Christmas Day. 


I like to think I should have found it fun, 
Girls or no girls, to spend my Christmas there. 
I could have caught the one o’clock from town 
And come with time to spare 
To huge trees leafless in the lifeless air 
And fens a frozen brown; 
And seen the dun wolds snow-ribbed in the setting sun. 
But Francis Allen never asked me down. 
P. M. Huspparp 
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Punch Competition Results 


Much good work has regretfully had to be disqualified because of failure to read the rules. 
instance (prizewinners on pages 33-34), far too many competitors sent in poems. 


In the Artistic Section, for 
Similarly, in the Literary Competition 


(this page, and pages 32 and 35) a number of entrants took the set subject “A Day at the Zoo” too lightly and strayed 
too far afield. ‘“‘Strigil”’s muscular ‘“‘ How I Spent One Penny at the British Museum” had to be ruled out on these grounds. 
In the Holiday Snapshots tourney, the two prizewinning entries (reproduced on page 32) were outstanding; but the entry 


as a whole was disappointing, with too much emphasis on deck-chair legs and too little of the happy human touch. 
nobody eat an ice cream cornet nowadays? 


J. B. Boothroyd’s detailed report on other competition results is on pages 35-36. 


Literary Section 


Competitors were asked to write an essay or short story under the title “A Day 
at the Zoo.” The three judges were unable to agree, each naming a different entrant 


as the winner. 


It has accordingly been decided, in fairness to all, not to award any 


money to anybody, but to print the three recommended entries as a consolation prize. 


A Day at the Zoo 


Submitted by P#t#r Fl+m«ng 


r | VHERE is little or nothing to say 
about this trip. It met with more 
success than it deserved. Such 

difficulties as we encountered were 

little worse than those experienced any 
day of the week by most banderillas or 
all-in wrestlers. If I give an impression 
to the contrary, I have been uninten- 
tionally misleading. It began with an 
advertisement in the Entertainments 

Column of The Times. 

“Zoo. REGENT’s ParK, OpEN DalILy, 
9a.m., Sundays, 2.30. Adults 2s. 6d., 
child, half-price. See the Aquarium.” 

There was something intriguing about 
the words “See the Aquarium.” I wrote 
to the Secretary for particulars. Even 
then I should probably have done 
nothing about it if I had not run into 
Tom Mackintosh-Joy in Pall Mall. 
Tom, in a bowler hat and Oppidan Wall 
tie, was carrying a pair of oars and a 
shooting-stick. 

“Why oars, Tom?” I asked. “I 
always thought you were a Dry Bob.” 

In answer he pulled up his trouser 
leg, revealing a strip of Leander sock. 

“Come to the Zoo,” I suggested, on 
impulse. “'There’s an Aquarium. You 
might be able to row through it. It 
must be a matter of five kilometres. 
Call it four versts. We'll have to catch a 
3 ora 53. You reglize that at this time of 
year we may be the only white men on 
board.” 

It is a relic of my schooldays that I 
always take a pair of grappling-irons 
about with me, so that with the help of 
these, and the shooting-stick, we 


managed to transfer ourselves to the 
first bus. 

“Oku de’u,”’ said one of the chocolate- 
coloured figures around us on the top 
deck. He was wearing a ffon chokoto and 
an owu-chon. 

“ Atyan,” I answered, almost the only 
Dahoman greeting I could remember 
from African extras at school. 

His name was Buku-no Uru. He 
explained by signs that the distance from 
the bus-stop to the Zoo entrance was 
considerable, and offered his services, 
which we gladly accepted. 

It was already late in the afternoon 
when the three of us came in sight of 
the Mappin Terraces, unmarked on 
my obsolete map. We halted for a 
short rest, and I divided a piece of last 
year’s pemmican stored in the pocket of 
my diary. Then we zigzagged towards 
the turnstiles. To my delight the man 
accepted the money we offered him. 

Once inside, our task was com- 
paratively easy—to find the Aquarium, 
and ask whether rowing wa; allowed 
there. I thought ,it wise, since such 
transport was available, to hire llamas. 
None of us knew how long our trek 
might be. We set off towards the 
Terraces, now plainly visible in the 
refulgent light of the evening sun. 

I was determined that on the way we 
should see the almost legendary Chim- 
panzees’ Tea Party, and here there was 
some delay that was to cause us trouble 
later; for Tom then wanted to inspect 
the Reptile House. We entered the 
building successfully, but owing to his 
pigmentation lost poor Buku-no Uru in 
the darkness. Unfortunately he had the 
shooting-stick with him. However, we 
still possessed the oars. 
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At Monkey Hill, in the hope of 
getting a good photograph, I allowed two 
of the inmates to examine my compass. 
They were unwilling to restore it to 
me, and, as time was short, we had 
to press on without it. I had already 
begun to worry about the hour of 
closing, when we found we were lost in 
the Tunnel. I cursed myself for not 
having insisted on the return of the 
compass. Now we did not know whether 
we were travelling North or South. 

An unbelievable piece of luck, a 
friendly keeper passed within hail. 

“You've just time,” he yelled. “But 
they don’t allow any rowing.” 

The bell was sounding as we left the 
Aquarium. 

Something like eighteen months later 
I ran into Tom in the Club. In these 
sybaritic surroundings it seemed in- 
appropriate to speak directly of what we 
had experienced together. 

“But surely you used to be a Dry 
Bob?” I urged. 

He fumbled in his trouser pocket and 
produced a yellow, crumpled piece of 
paper. It was Lower Sixpenny Choices, 
thirty years or more back. “T. 
Mackintosh-Joy” was Keeper. 

“T thought I’d change,” he said. 

There was a click as his teeth met. 
The bowl of the pipe dropped with a 
thud to the heavily carpeted floor. 

Recommended by A. P. 


A Day at the Zoo 


Submitted by Gesrges Semen«n 


HE morning dragged on. From 

where he was sitting, Maigret 

could see the rain slanting down 

into the Bear Pit, and beyond that the 
drab bulk of the Lion House. 

They had been in the Penguin Tea 
Pavilion for an hour now, and there was 
no room for his elbows on the table on 
account of the empty mineral bottles. 
Robinson sat facing him, short, squat, 
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with smudged, indeterminate features. 
A succession of confused images 
passed through Maigret’s mind. The 
pufly corpse being lugged out of the 
Regent’s Canal... The silk stockings 
wrinkled on the lumpy legs, smeared 
with mud... The pathetic handbag 
clutched in the pudgy hand, containing 
two buns and a snap of Robinson .. . 
Robinson’s square, drab figure standing 
immobile among the crowd on the 
bank ... A cheap woman’s hat with a 
single feather floating away down the 
canal, heavy with sweat. . . 

Somewhere far off a bus was changing 
gear. The woman at the next table 
slobbered over her cake, her heavy 
bosom resting on her plate. 

Abruptly Maigret stuffed his empty 
pipe in his pocket. 

‘Let’s go.’ 

‘And yet... .?’ 

‘Perhaps ... 

The rain was slackening. Over the 
Reptile House there was a break in the 
clouds. A hyena coughed wretchedly. 

Varicose veins ... The snapshot... 
The sudden heavy plop in the canal... 
The truth lay there, somewhere, Maigret 
was sure of it. And yet... 

They walked slowly past the Antelope 
Paddock into the Bear Bar. Gradually a 
picture was forming in Maigret’s mind. 

“You threw her in?’ 

‘Why should I?’ 

That was it! At last the mist was 
clearing in Maigret’s brain. He 
regarded Robinson over the rim of his 
cup. Sitting near them, a squat woman 
with indeterminate features rested her 
bosom on the table. A fly crawled into 
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The Winner 


her mouth, out again. 
glinted on its wings. 

That was it! Maigret could see it all. 
The pleasure barge gliding down the 
canal, heavy in the water... The 
woman on the bank, easing off her 
shoe... The heat rising from her feet 
in the sunlight ... Robinson grinding 
his teeth behind her... And yet... 

By the middle of the afternoon 
Maigret had finished his cup of tea. 
It had gone cold. He woke Robinson, 
and rose. 

‘Do you. . .?’ 

<, eS 

‘However... 

He hardly knew why he was walking. 
Robinson slouched along behind him, 
belching. The rain had stopped, and 
wisps of fog were groping with tenuous 
fingers across the Elephant Walk. The 
petit bourgeois crowd shuffled aimlessly 
towards the Parrot House, yellow- 
faced, with sleep in their eyes. Some of 
the children had rickets, and bleary, 
indeterminate features. | Somewhere 
beyond the fog an eagle screamed. 

The canal flowed on, leaden water 
groping slyly through the Zoo. 

They sat in the clatter of the Regent 
Buffet Bar sipping cognac. The doorway 
was a pale rectangle of light. At the 
next table a cripple snored, his head on 
a bag of nuts. 

Suddenly Maigret slapped the table. 
That was it! At last it was fitting into, 
shape. The quarrel about whether the 
lung fish resembled her lunatic niece, 
street-walking in Leeds ... Her tight 
shoes... The sun. The rhesus 
monkeys, mocking his misery as they 
passed... The biscuit she had thrown 
at the fruit bat... The greasy lodgings 
in Holloway Mrs. Robinson’s 
bosom resting on the stove, her smelly 
slippers . . . 

“You didn’t like her!’ 

It was the end. Fifty-two people and 
a keeper had seen the push, but. . . 

‘Did you?’ 

‘No.’ 

Already the sun was sinking behind 
the Small Cat House. Somewhere a 
sulphur-crested cockatoo shrieked in 
Llind terror. Over ten thousand 
animals waited for the night. 

‘Come,’ said Maigret. He led the 
way towards the North Gate Kiosk. He 
was still thirsty, and he could keep this 
up for hours yet. 

Recommended by Alex 
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A Day at the Zoo 


Submitted by P#+#l Jennengs 


OBODY who has seen them can 
| \ really believe that all the people 

who crowd the Zoo on a hot 
afternoon have come to see the animals. 
There are a few, the fathers with 
children, even some of the children 
themselves, who make a pretence of 
it. But for the majority, the middle- 
aged stout-drinkers, the academics, the 
éminences grises, who wander the 
gravelled spaces and sit timelessly on 
benches between the _litter-baskets, 
there is no such recourse. They have 
no discernible purpose, but drift aim- 
lessly, like the sketrot of Homer’s Hades, 
trying to remember what it is they want 
and what life was like in the real world 
before they came here. 

Only the animals know what they 
want. Some of them want to be fed or 
just left in peace. But some, like the 
baboons, have a secret, cynical purpose 
in the whites of their eyes. Their 
purpose is hidden because it is de- 
structive and anti-social; but they them- 
selves are in no doubt about it. They 
are not frustrated, but simply biding 
their time. And the terrifying thing is 
that they share this purpose. They are 
all, the baboons and the buffaloes, the 
ocelots and the rhinoceroses, even, in 
their own way, the okapis and the 
Wertheimer’s Miniature Gazelles, wait- 
ing for the same thing .. . 

The others, the irresponsible and the 
unthinking, like the monkeys and the 


(Continued on page 35) 
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PUNCH ALMANACK, November 
Punch Competition Results 


Prizewinning entries in a Competition for the most moving painting, in water-colour or oils, on the subject: 
“It was Christmas Day in the Workhouse ” 
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Punch Competition Results 


Further prizewinning entries in our “It was Christmas Day in the Workhouse” Competition 


Ronald Searle 


Il 


Norman Mansbridge 
"—Submitted by Stenlxy Spencer 
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wallabies, and the co-operators, like the 
elephants and Bactrian camels—they 
think little of what is afoot, but they will 
follow their natural leaders when the 
time comes. They are simply the 
proletariat, not so much lacking a 
purpose as ignorant of what their 
purpose is. The ringleaders know. 

As a matter of fact I think 1 know 
too. Consider the notice which I found 
posted with a persistent (and, now I 
come to think of it, significant) regularity 
on almost every flat surface between 
the Insect House and the Main Exit: 

ALL VISITORS MUST BE OUT OF THE 

GARDENS BY 5 P.M. 

Visitors—you see?—the few genuine 
members of the public who really do 
come to see the animals. Not the 
animals themselves, who live here and 
know what they want, nor the wanderers, 
the poor shades, who, if they do not 
exactly live here, at least live nowhere 
else and have forgotten why they came. 
It is only the visitors who must be out, 


because they are the _ interlopers, 
tolerated for the sake of appearances 
between stated hours, but no more 
there of right than a man waiting to 
buy stamps in a post office. 

Once get them out and things can 
really start. I can’t say exactly what, 
because I have always myself been a 
visitor. But whatever it is, it is what the 
animals are waiting for. “ Five o’clock,” 
they say, knocking off from their 
prowling or pretty antics as the great 
gates clang shut, and the last of the 
visitors melt away into St. John’s Wood. 
“Five o'clock, Jim,” the okapi calls 
across the paddock to the Wertheimer’s 
Miniature Gazelle; and the hippo- 
potamus, water-logged and _ irritable 
from the persistent immersion required 
of him, yawns cavernously and is off to 
catch the last of the sun on the Mappin 
Terraces. 

It is the shades I am worried about, 
for this clearly is their hour. This ts 
what they are kept for; this is the 
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bondage which, all day long on the 
benches between the litter baskets, 
they have been trying to remember, 
but, failing to remember, have failed to 
escape. The details can only be guessed 
at. Like the Ghost in Hamlet they 
could a tale unfold, but never quite 
find themselves in a position to make a 
statement. Only it satisfies the animals, 
because by next morning they are back 
on the job again, relaxed and much less 
purposive than the evening before. 
Superficially the scene is the same. 
However early you arrive you will 
find the shades there, already on their 
benches as soon as the gates open. But 
the atmosphere is different. The 
visitation, which breaks into the secret 
life of the place, has barely begun, and 
only during the course of the day, as 
five o’clock draws nearer, will it become 
consciously intolerable. No wonder it 
costs so much to go in. It is the visitor 
who intrudes. 


Recommended by P. M. H. 


Other Competition Results 
Report by #. B. Boothroyd 


1. “For MEN ONLy” 


HIS was the coat, waistcoat and trousers problem, and 
judging by some of the entries the British wardrobe must 
be in a pretty fine mess. However, B.W.T. was the 
winner, rearranging the nine garments on their correct 
hangers in four moves, and his solution can stand just as he 
sent it in: 


“Call the three suits A (blue), B (brown), C (grey); and 
the three hangers X (front), Y (middle) and Z (back). The 
catch is that two of the waistcoats are on the right hangers 
already, and can be ignored. The moves are: 

1. A trousers to Z hanger 
2. B jacket to X hanger 
3. C waistcoat to Y hanger 
4. B trousers to X hanger. 
The white flannels, of course, are a blind.” 


2. “Domestic SysTEMs” 


Disappointing, on the whole, chiefly because so many 
readers failed to differentiate between systems and cisterns. 
This gave the entries an undesirably hydraulic flavour, 
E.R.H. even submitting a plan for changing the water tanks 
in a lighthouse by laying the building on its side. What was 
wanted was a scheme for reducing nervous strain in the home, 
and the best of a poor lot came from “ Lavinia”: 

“To avoid the latest bulletin on your daily woman’s 
daughter-in-law’s operation, decide which room can go 
without cleaning that day; when the d.w. arrives lock her 
in it. You can then do the rest of the house quickly and 
thoroughly, and on your way to the shops call in at the fire 
station and send the brigade to release her. The cost of 
this service will prove negligible in comparison with the 
work done and time saved.” 
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3. “Food AND THE GEOMETRICIAN” 


Easy solutions—such as an arrangement of concentric 
plates of crumpets seen from above—have been ignored. 
Far too many tried to get away with this sort of thing. The 
prize goes to “Don,” for his Pythagoras snack reproduced 
below: 











4. “Party Lines” 


Only a small entry for this+competitors naturally being 
limited to those unlucky enough (lucky enough, for this 
purpose) to be sharing a telephone with one or more other 
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subscribers. The prize for the six “most intriguing remarks” 
overheard when lifting an instrument already in use by a 
third party goes to the veteran competitor “Peter Piper”: 
“Then, of course, as soon as he bit it the back legs tried 
to run away.” 
“Daddy put them on the coffin, the heaviest near the 
handles, and we all kicked like mad until the lights changed.”’ 
“Mrs. Tracy (Pacey?) carried eleven pieces for about a 
mile, then she said ‘What a fool! We could have had it 
simply turfed over.’” 
“T still don’t see why bubbles come out of the side.” 
“She may be pretty, but it’s too small for all those absurd 
medicines.” 
“Who said anything about Woodrow Wilson? All I want 
is a man to come and bury this donkey.” 


**Stx GREEN BoTTLEs” 


No correct results received. Here is the solution, which 
seems simple enough to us: 


Oe 


(There was no need to worry with corks) 








er 


6. ‘“‘FacTs OF THE MATTER” 


Once again, a triumph for ‘Peter Piper,” 
£ k ’ 


who spotted 
seven of the eight inaccuracies in the “essay”: 


(a) Zip-fasteners weren’t invented in Cromwell’s day. 

(b) A “copper delver” is not a “long spoon lowered into 
drains” but the young of an African rodent of the 
stoat family. 

(c) ‘“Subscrubial’”—no such word. 

(d@) Neither Dan Leno nor Harry Champion were in the 
original “‘ Heartbreak House” cast. 

(e) ‘The habit of doing his own laundry on the field of 
action had nothing to do with Wellington’s title, Lron 
Duke. 

(f) There is no bang to an air-gun. 

(g) Kreisler could only have played this passage if his 
violin had been tuned like a ukulele. 


And the one point missed by the winner? Well, how many 
minarets has the ‘Taj Mahal? Go and look. 


7. “SHADES OF MEANING” 


An interesting crop for this one, and once again three 
readers tied winners, D.H., ““Mr. Dick” and “Old ’Un.” 
The new colour trends in fashion advertising have proved a 
fertile field for study, and perhaps copy-writers will be 
introducing some of the following any time now: 

Corporation-Green, Ape, Dottle, Coal, Trout, Clay. 
Bunion, Foal, Corpse-White, Prune, Milk, Wound-Red. 
Cake, Stout, Eclipse-Grey, Pitprop, Wheelbarrow, Throat. 
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8. ‘‘GeorGeE 1V’s MELON” 


M.B.O. submitted the only correct solution. This is how 
the King’s place must have looked at the beginning of the 
banquet: 


Can you see why? (No prize for this) 
9. “Last Lines” 


H.W., T.B.K. and “Perce” share the prize for the following: 
“Couldn’t see father for butter” 
“Threw all the bits in the gutter” 
“Too flabbergasted to utter” 


’ 


10. “A PrRoBLEM IN DETECTION’ 


Everyone missed the point. But for those who are still 
having sleepless nights over it, the Hon. George Bradawl’s 
fatal mistake was his reference to the outboard engine, which 
under ordinary conditions would be of no use on the 


Eastbourne-Caterham road. 


11. ‘“‘Laspour-Savinc CHRISTMAS” 


Winning entry came once more from “Old ’Un,” and we 
hope he gets on the market with it before it appears in the 
TV “Inventors’ Club.” 








In case you’re wondering, this is a combined cracker and 
wishbone. 

12. “‘Gusst ArRTIsTs” 

Through carelessness and inattention to the terms of this 
one many competitors wasted time composing passages of 
prose. These were not asked for. We only wanted six 
suggestions as to which character from a favourite book you 
would like to meet in another. “Bert” is the winner, with 
these interesting proposals: 

Jeeves in The Brothers Karamazor 

Lorna Doone in Three Men in a Boat 
Lady Windermere in Mourning Becomes 
Tiny Tim in Pride and Prejudice 

Wee Macgregor in How Green Was My 


Electra 
Valley 
and—one for the poets, as stipulated— 


Lucy Gray in Hiawatha 
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“ Edward, we’re going to have to ask the photographer to call again.” 
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Your Clothing Queries Answered 


By “THE DANDY” 


Herring Bone Shirts ?— Many readers have been writing 
in lately about the problems connected with shirts which are 
being worn for the first time. Here is a typical letter from 
K.L.F. (Eaton Terrace): 

On returning home jrom the office recently with only minutes 
to spare in which to dress for an important dinner I found that 
before it was possible to get into my newly-purchased soft evening 
shirt it was necessary to extract two square yards of slotted 
cardboard filling, four transparent supports, three gummed price 
labels and forty-two pins with buried immovable heads. On the 
way to the dinner, for which Iwas twenty minutes late, I detected 
twelve further pins, and when I rose to propose the Loyal Toast 
totally inappropriate laughter broke out which I afterwards 
learnt was due to a notice sewn to my shirt-front instructing me 
to wash in tepid suds and iron immediately with a cold iron. Can 
anything be done to curb this menace? 

A. A shirt manufacturer I approached pointed out that 
haberdashers will always be pleased to gut and fillet shirts at 
the time of purchase but that research indicates that the 
majority of customers, whatever they may say, do in fact 
secretly relish pitting their wits against the new shirt unit and 
would feel cheated if confronted with an article it was possible 
to get straight into. I was in fact shown some of the newest 
shirt designs which include such features as headless circular 
pins, prominently placed printed-on prices and sewn-together 
sleeves. An indication that this vogue is unlikely to change 
is that several fancy goods merchants are now including 
attractively finished wire-cutters and blow-lamps with their 
hairbrush and shoe-horn ensembles. 


He Wants To Wear It Out!—Another shirt teaser comes 
from A.E. (Isle of Mull) who writes: 

Having read in the paper that it was now the fashion I have 
been wearing my shirt outside my trousers. Our Mum thinks I 
lcok very nice, but people I meet in the street keep sniggering and 
some draw me aside and whisper that I have come untucked. 
Can it be that I am not the type to carry off this style? I enclose 
snap. Please be frank. 














A. The “long torso look” admittedly does not suit every 
man’s style. The important thing is that, if worn at all, it 
must be worn with confidence. (There are one or two other 
points about which I am writing to you privately, A.E.) 


Pocket Problem—N.H. (Weston-super-mare) writes: 

My tailor is dead keen for me to wear a small flapped bottle- 
opener pocket on the left side of my new suit corresponding to 
the ticket pocket on the right. I have told him that even if I 
required a bottle opener with my city suit I would never be likely 
to remember to keep it in this pocket, and he has replied that the 
fact that I have never yet used my ticket pocket for tickets has 
not prevented me from having one on my last three suits, that 
bottle-opener pockets are going to be all the rage and that I am 
going to look silly if I come crawling to him later asking to have 
one added and it turns out he can’t match it. What are your 
views about the B.O. pocket? 

A. Anxious to refute the charge that they had made no 
real innovations in male fashions for several years British 
tailors clubbed together last year and after weeks of deliber- 
ation announced the creation of the bottle-opener pocket. 
The public has, however, been slow to cotton on, many feeling 
that the pocket should have been confined to picnic wear. Our 
own feeling is that there is nothing basically wrong with the 
pocket but that the time is hardly ripe for an innovation of this 
magnitude. Why not wait to see whether the Duke of 
Edinburgh gives us a lead? 


Pen Pals—A point of general interest is raised by “ Under- 
privileged” (Epsom): 

I have bought a new blazer and am anxious to look as smart as 
other blazer-wearers but am unable to afford more than one 
good quality fountain pen and pencil to clip on to my breast 
pocket. Some of the lads who earn better money than I do are 
able to afford as many as five or six and naturally the girls 
prefer their company. What can I do? 

A. You are in luck. A firm whose name I am supplying to 
you privately has realized this difficulty and has produced 
some very realistic inexpensive dummy pens and pencils 
with high-class silver-substitute heads and clips. Be warned, 
though: it is essential to carry at least one genuine pen and 
pencil among the fakes and to memorize their positions 
carefully! 


Harmonious Home.—From G.F.W. de H.B. (Sonning) 
comes this cri de ¢. 

My wife is always ribbing me about my ties and things clashing 
with her frocks, and when I wear my salmon-pink socks I am 
forbidden to occupy my favourite chair because the loose covers 
(which I paid for) are Sentinel Red or some nonsensical colour. 
If I’m not careful my wife will rapidly render my entire wardrobe 
obsolete. Did you ever hear anything so silly? 

A. Weare wholly on your wife’s side. There is far too much 
ugliness in the world and a great deal of it is due to people 
not bothering to “tone in” with one another and with their 
surroundings. Sensible couples setting up house now put them- 
selves straight away into the hands of one of the go-ahead 





firms that specialize in designing homes with harmonizing 
wardrobes for the whole family and who will even print 
invitation cards which include particulars of permissible 
shades for guests attending your At Homes. A spokesman of 
one top-flight firm told me recently “ Our aim is to get husbands 
into the habit of saying such things as “‘ Well, dear, time to 
go and change for the dining room.”’ Don’t forget either how 
important it is to harmonize with your home and loved ones 
in style as well as shade. In this connection “Worried” 
(Worplesdon) writes that he has married a beautiful fashion 
model many years his junior and fears that he isn’t fit to be 
seen about with her. ‘Take heart, “Worried”; age need be 
no handicap to your dressing in a manner which blends 
happily with your helpmeet. As with furniture, avoid mixing 
the sophisticated with the primitive and you will be all right. 
The diagram below shows at Fig. 1 the wrong (rustic) finish 
and at Fig. 3 the right (man-about-townish) finish appropriate 
for an elderly gentleman when accompanying a fashion 
model (Fig. 2) 





The New Backward Look.—Here is a question typical of 
those which continue to pour in on a very vexed question. 
“Spick and Span” (Ipswich) write: 

In company with other ‘‘dress-conscious” young chaps we 
have spent good money on suits with narrow trousers, sleeve cuffs, 
revered waistcoats and other Edwardian touches, only to find 
ourselves identified with so-called “‘Teddy Boys” who wear a 
vulgarized version of this form of dress. What do you advise? 

A. Our tip is: foil the Teddy Boys by going farther back 
into the past. As a first step wear choker collars, elastic-sided 
boots and really lush whiskers with the suits you already have. 
Perhaps, however, it is only fair to warn you that if this 
fashion catches on among other thoughtful dressers it may 
well lead to the formation of gangs of “‘ Vicky Boys,” but by 
this time you should be replenishing your wardrobes and can 
go a stage farther into the past. One must keep going back- 
wards if one is to be in the lead! 
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Titfertat.—/ notice (complains L.M.H.) that certain 
meinbers of my London club are in the habit of taking down and 
looking inside the hats of fellow-members, presumably in order 
to ascertain whether or not they have been purchased from a 


reputable firm. As my town “‘felt’’ contains my initials and the 
legend ““‘A Snappie Hat’ supplied by Geo. S. Pendlebury, 
Children’s and General Outfitter, High Street, Midhampton, 
est. 1823” I am writing to ask whether you think it would be the 
act of an out-and-out bounder if I were to remove the label of a 
world-famed hatter from a yachting-cap which has come to light 
in my child’s play-box and paste it over the label in my town felt. 
I enclose a rough sketch of my hat (left) as it appears on the Club 
hat-stand, so that you may see I have no need to be ashamed of 
it outwardly. The other hat (right) belongs to an older member. 

A. As you are not ashamed of the hat itself, why be 
ashamed of its origin? A firm such as the suppliers, whose 
name and address evoke a world of local stitchlore, is some- 
thing to be proud of and is likely to arouse only envious 
thoughts of ‘Under the Greenwood Tree” in the minds of 
office-tied city folk. All the same, the practice of peeping 
into other people’s headwear is one that needs to be kept in 
check. This type of peeper will quite likely grasp a trilby by 
the brim (instead of correctly by the dent), as often as not 
immediately after handling hot buttered toast, thus pre- 
cipitating premature brim-wilt. Would not a word in your 
committee’s ear do the (hat!) trick? 


Ants In His Athlete-Style Trunks.—V.H.W. (Cricklade) 
writes : 

My haberdasher constantly uses expressions that are strange 
to me. ‘The other day, for instance, he was on about a “single- 
breasted double-vented fawn flat-weave winter-weight semi- 
hacking jacket.” Is it necessary for me to try to master these 
terms for use in everyday life? 

A. No, better stick to the old familiar phrases and leave the 
technicalities to the technicians or you'll be getting into 
difficulties. For example, when wishing to silence someone 
whose conversation is proving wearisome it would sound 
clumsy and ineffective if you were to exclaim “Aw, put a 
half-hose in it!”’ 


Frills For Father. “Kismet” (Sheringham) has a query 
of vital interest to all parents and guardians. He says: 
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My daughter attends one of these ‘Progressive’ schools in the 
south of England much patronized by the children of writers, 
fainters and others of the long-haired fraternity. I am an 
ordinary sort of chap—an old soldier who has knocked about the 
world a bit and knows how to handle men—but it seems that on 
parents’ days my daughter is ashamed of me because I don’t look 
as “exciting” as some of the other fathers and because I arrive 
in a rather ancient and decrepit motor car. My wife, who togs 
herself up on these occasions like something out of The Arabian 
Nights, is inclined to side with her. Can you make any suggestions 
as to how I might be able to satisfy the whims of my womenfolk 
without actually aping these arty-crafty chaps? 

A. It is rather difficult without seeing a photograph to know 
just what you have to work on, but what little you have told me 
indicates the main lines on which your personality might be 
intensified and your appearance rendered more picturesque 
while losing nothing in wholesome manliness. Fig. 1 shows 
you as perhaps you are at the moment and Fig. 2 contains a 
few initial suggestions for improvement. In the first place 
your motor car, so far from being a handicap, can be made a 
real asset and provide you with the chance to launch out into 
various articles of “Vintage car” wear such as the knitted 
headpiece and the example of leather jerkinry shown, with 
various lengths of belting left loose and allowed to flow 
attractively. 

The Desert Rat kerchief, cavalry coiffure and Regimental 
buttons on the self-coloured waistcoat supply subtle indications 
of your military background, while home-made sabots, sea- 
green sail-cloth slacks, thin evil-smelling cigar and draped 
French loaf all combine to present that “‘ well-travelled look.” 

The hair transferred from the upper lip to the cheekbone 
helps to button up the wholesome manliness angle. Note 
also the need to adopt a more exciting stance to keep pace 
with the outfit. 





As an alternative, don’t forget that it is tremendously chic 
to dress as if you were just coming from or going to some much 


more important place. In this connection a miner’s white 
helmet and overalls will always excite interest. 
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South of the Tweed!—An unusual letter from H.H. 
(Hove) states: 

I am a retired Indian Civil Servant at present teaching 
Mathematics at a Preparatory School near here. I have a beige, 
leathery face, a small grey clipped moustache, a green coat, 
brown corduroy trousers, a sort of alpenstock and a Cairn terrier. 
Would it be in order for me to wear a tweed trilby-type hat? 

A. Are you absolutely certain you are not wearing one now? 


Court Dress.—G.C. (address withheld) writes: 

Although a bishop I enjoy an occasional game of squash 
rackets, Obviously I do not wish to walk to the court, which is 
icn minutes distant from the Palace, in my bishop’s rig-out, but 
equally obviously it would cause some raised eyebrows were | 
to make the journey dressed for squash. Can you suggest an 
appropriate compromise? Guidance on this problem would, I am 
sure, be greatly valued in countless Cathedral Closes. 

A. Much attention has lately been given to this matter of 
providing suitable playwear for bishops and church higher- 
ups which combines dignity with adequate freedom and 
ventilation facilities, and I am happy to say that several 
ensembles specially designed by Tiny Tedling will soon be 
available in the larger department stores. 


Main features of the Tedling playsuit shown here are: 
(a) white-flecked black straw boater with purple silk band 
embellished with embroidered mitre, (6) flannel games shirt 
with braided modesty front counteracting plunge, (c) clerical 
grey worsted blazer picked out with rich purple piping forming 
appropriate decorative motifs at key points and bordering 
copious collecting-bag-type pockets, (d) extra-roomy cream 
gaberdine shorts lapping naturally over (e) black or purple 
fluted stockings with lightly decorated capitals. Standard 
episcopal plimsolls (f) complete this most effective ensemble, 
although as shown at right a more de luxe edition of the blazer 
sports a stitched ecclesiastical design on the back as a timely 
warning to those coming up behind. In the U.S.A., coat-style 
shirts printed with a Jesse window pattern are wildly popular, 
but it will probably be some little while before this vogue 
catches on over here. 


A Bit Stiff. B.F. (Llanfairfechan) sends us this poser: 

On what occasions is it correct to wear a semi-stiff collar? 

A. Presumably when attempting to keep a semi-stiff 
upper lip. DanteL PetTriwarpD 
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Memoirs of a Goon 


r XEN years ago when the Army 
could read and write I was put 
into a Prisoner of War Camp. 

The regiment was quickly settling down 

to soldiering, and numbers of profes- 

sional soldiers were homing to it from 
their wartime jobs and being ingested. 

It was, as some of us used to say, 
“Regularizing its position.” 

A keen eye was being cast over lists 
of people who were shortly due to be 
given those chalk-stripe suits the Army 
bought a million of, and before long the 
new Adjutant sent for me and said 
“Well, old son, you’re going to be a 
sort of goon.” 

“Sir?” I said. This was in the days 
before Mr. Secombe. 

“Up in a goon-box with your little 
searchlight, old son. Going to a P.O.W. 
Camp.” 

Later when I saw the Wooden Horse 
and read all its fellows and grew 
accustomed to goons and ferrets, it was 
interesting to compare experiences. 

Setting off to London and then 
westwards, I changed trains frequently 
and expensively. Porters took one look 
at my Indian tin trunk, went for a 
trolley, and were not easily satisfied. 
Somewhere in Gloucestershire the 
Great Western Railway reached the end 
of its resources and abdicated in favour 
of a Diesel car which ground through 
pastures to one of those railheads with 
a square brown water tank and a grassy 
cinder ramp for loading coal lorries. 


ERS ENG DSI HTT 








To this place came a young man 
with a boil who saw my tin trunk and 
told the German driver to put the “ Eisen 
Kasten” in the back of the truck. This 
officer was the Dolmetscher, or inter- 
preter, and, it turned out, the only man 
on the Camp Staff who spoke German. 

“You play rummy?” he asked. 

“Ts there no alternative?” 

“There’s the wireless.” 

“Any towns near?” I asked. 

“T hardly go out.” 

“Oh. Cigarette?” 

“Don’t smoke, thank you.” 

“Saving up?” 

“TI do save, as it happens.” 

The camp was all Nissen huts, hidden 
by hedges. The Dolmetscher took me 
to one of the huts to meet the Adjutant. 

The Adjutant, the sort of man 
associated with plus-fours and intrigue 
in the golf-club bar, held a racing paper 
and was telephoning. The telephone 
list board, featured by orderly rooms the 
world over, was not headed by the normal 
Command and workshop numbers. I 
read at the top: ““ Mr. Hawkins, Bookie.” 

“So glad you’ve come, old man,” 
said the Adjutant. ‘‘Come over to the 
mess. Good journey?” 

In the dining-room of the mess sat 
the Colonel Commandant, wizened and 
wistful. He and the Adjutant now both 
said they were sorry for me and began 
to deplore their officers. 

“Dull lot,” said the Colonel. 
“You’ve no idea, my dear chap. They 
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Aut Fon, 


By Alan Hackney 


play rummy. Rummy. One of ’em’s 
vegetarian and none of ’em’s seen a 
horse except the milkman’s. Dugouts, 
all of us,” he continued, on another 
tack. He leaned forward. 

“T have Harry here,” he said in a 
lower but generally audible tone, gestur- 
ing at the Adjutant who was giving 
orders to the German waiter. “It’s 
bearable. Bearable.”” He wagged his 
head sadly. 

The Colonel now turned to the 
waiter and had a complicated consulta- 
tion on what to drink, and the Adjutant 
leaned across to me. 

“We rub along, you know.”’ he said 
in a lowered voice. “Lindsay’s a good 
sort.” He nodded towards the Colonel 
at his side. “ But wait till you meet the 
others. You'll be bored blue.” 

Presently the waiter came back with 
the two inconsistent sets of drinks 
ordered, and the two talked briefly 
together about the day’s racing. 

It was four o’clock in the afternoon. 

The other faction, led by the Second- 
in-Command, had odd habits. No one 
knew exactly where the Second-in- 
Command went during the day. The 
Adjutant suspected that he had taken 
up a business in a nearby town, but 
could never prove it. He visited all the 
billetees, trusties who were boarded out 
on farms over a wide area. It entailed 
much travelling, and his packed sand- 
wich lunch was a feature of the letter 
tray each morning. He and the other 





In the ante- 
room one of them played patience for 
days on end. “Coming out, Herbert?” 
people would ask in passing, and he 
would nod away for some time. Another 
just sat gently in an armchair, fingertips 
together, never reading, doing nothing. 
They talked from time to time of 
pensions and were indignant about the 
Colonel and Adjutant. ‘“‘Feckless.” 
They shook their grey heads. Frittering 
away... No idea of saving... 
Gambling. They each had an office, to 
which I never went, not dreaming of 
intruding on their privacy. 

At dinner the dining-room was cosy 
and domestic. They had a little wire- 
less set there and ate listening to comedy 
half-hours on the Light Programme. 
“Takes it off well, doesn’t he?” they 
would say. “So true. Got it just right.” 

Often they hummed the songs of the 
musical feature half-way through. If the 
Colonel was dining in he would summon 
Fred, the German waiter, and have it 
switched off. 

We often had semolina. 

One rarely saw the enigmatic little 
men of the Pioneer Corps, mostly from 
Newcastle, who formed the camp staff. 
I knew nothing about the Pioneer Corps 
except that Arthur Koestler was in it, 
and I knew no more by the time I left. 
There were some, but how many, and 
what they did, were mysteries to me. 
From time to time they could be seen 
queuing outside the Colonel’s office 
applying for leave, and later actually 
going off with civilian shoes and small 
packs slung, pursued by melancholy 
cries from their comrades afar off. 

Behind the wire lived a large percent- 
age of the Germans, in huts smelling of 
socks and the extraordinary Springbok 
issue cigarettes. Winter or summer, they 
never opened the windows. Here in the 
evenings they carved wooden toys, and 
from binder twine they had stolen from 
farmers they fashioned slippers to be 
hawked round the back door of many a 
cottage. As duty officer one signed a form 
to say that one had inspected the wire and 
found No Tunnels Or Signs Of Tunnell- 
ing. As the war was over, none of them 
tunnelled or escaped, but they sometimes 
went out for an evening and were up 
before the Colonel next day. They had 
no money except the camp tokens, but 
they always had change for a pound. 

Of course, there weren’t any Nazis. 
The Dolmetscher, called Sidney by the 


three were all very old. 


Second-in-Command’s faction which was 
his spiritual home, spent his days 
screening and sifting and re-interviewing 
and it was hard to find a Nazi. The top 
grading was A, which meant “Active 
Anti-Nazi,” a much sought after category 
as these were sent home first. From time 
to time lorry-loads of Active Anti-Nazis 
would wave good-bye on their way to 
repatriation, and one would say to Fred: 
“T see that driver George has gone off 
with the A’s.” 

“Sure,” Fred would say. ‘‘Good 
driver, George. Used to drive a big- 
time Nazi General around.” 

Fred, like so many of them, had been 
captured by the Americans. 

“IT know Americans,” he would say. 
“Feet up, cigars. 
Ta-a-ake it easy.” 

Most of them were Passive Anti-Nazis 
or Passive Party Members, and these 
went out each week-day morning to till 
the soil for the County Agricultural 
Executive Committee. This work was 
organized by the Labour Officer, a broad 
and bearded ex-naval officer with a 
medal-studded war record. The herds 
of shambling Passive Party Members, 
conditioned to be ludicrously responsive 
to a uniform, were supercilicus and 
resentful of the Labour Officer. ‘That 
civilian,” they called him in tones of 
the deepest scorn and mistrust. I made 
them say “Mister Widdicombe” and 
get the W right. 

Jack Widdicombe was married and 
was facing the post-war world in a 
primeval cottage that had somehow got 
left up on the downs. If you were invited 
there it was the understood thing to 
bring a jerrican of water up from the 
farm to add to the common store, and 
quite likely that you would be handed an 
implement to pass the time before tea 
on a drainage scheme. He clumped 
about hollowly in gumboots and was 
given to looking towards the horizon, 
saying “I'll level that bank,” or “Next 
year I’ll have trees there,” or “Take the 
other handle of this, will you? We 
empty the heads about five hundred 
yards the other side of that ridge.” In 
reciprocation he and his wife sometimes 
spent parts of a week-end at the camp 
mess, contentedly sitting about and 
obviously thinking “Taps” or “ Electri- 
city” and not hearing what one said the 
first time. 

The day after my arrival I was given a 
certificate of Competence To Drive and 
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a moderately free hand with the trans- 
port, the better to see to the rationing of 
the thousands of camp men, hostel 
cwellers and billetees. Used as I was to 
arriving at units just after a series of 
crashes, permission for officers to drive 
having been withdrawn the previous 
week, I flung myself wholeheartedly into 
my duties. 

Tremendous quantities of rations were 
involved. When the loaded trucks came 
back from the food depot, German 
quartermasters sprang out of the ground 
as if someone had been sowing dragon’s 
teeth, and they hung suspiciously about 
outside the stores. Inside, the ration 
sergeant calculated, allowed, added these 
and subtracted those in hospital from the 
parade states, jumping about perspiring 
uneasily, slapping the boxes and drums 
of provisions as he counted. Try as I 
might, there never seemed any dis- 
crepancies to be found. 

“T’ll just lock the door—excuse me, 
sir—keep the beggars out while I reckon 
up,” the ration sergeant would say. 

The German quartermasters could be 
heard outside, keening anxiously in their 
own tongue the while, and once I saw 
a pale-blue rimless-spectacled eye glint- 
ing implacably in through a little 
triangular hole in one of the frosted 
panes of the hut window, suspicious 
of the goings-on within. 

The quartermasters were but one 
part of a whole shadow-hierarchy among 
the prisoners, headed by the Lager- 
fuhrer, an ex-R.S.M., and including a 
former German bank manager, effect- 
ively employed in the orderly room for 
accounting purposes. For long periods 
he held the key of the Imprest safe, on 
behalf of the Second-in-Command. 

The bank manager had a Russian- 
like faith in his country’s inventiveness. 

““A German invention,” he would 
nod complacently at the mention of 
almost any mechanism. “‘ Many English 
words, even, are directly taken from the 
German. BOAT,’ he _ mouthed, 
“BOOK. STINK. KEEN-DAIR- 
GAR-TEN,” stabbing the air at each 
syllable. 

This bank manager, for some reason, 
was known as Honest Joe, and indeed 
all the prisoners employed in the mess, 
garages, stores, or as batmen were 
known exclusively by anglicized versions 
of their christian names. 

“Whose truck were ye out in to-day?” 
asked the Second-in-Command. 
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“Schliemann, I think his name is,” 
I said. 

“Schliemann? Schliemann? Who the 
devil’s that?” 

“Sort of shortish chap, sir. Always 
grinning. Waddles a bit.” 

““Waddles? Och, ye must mean yon 
Charlie. Ye must get to know their 
names,”’ said the Second-in-Command, 
irritably. 

He, like Charlie, had been there four 
years, 

The reason for this question, I was to 
learn, lay in an investigation into the 
affairs of the Adjutant at which the 
Second-in-Command was making a 
tentative start. 

“Just a tip, old boy,” said Jack 
Widdicombe, coming into my office a 
little while later. “The 2 I/C’s gunning 
for old Harry. I should keep clear of it 
if I were you.” 

“For the Adjutant?” 

“Yes. Apparently he wanted to go 
to one of his auction sales this afternoon 
and old Harry took the last available 
car just before he was due to go, and 
nipped off to some stables. Still there, 
it seems. But not a word.” 

This was the first specific reference I 
had heard to the Second-in-Command’s 
extra-mural activities. 

“How do you know it was an 
auction?”’ I asked. 

“That’s what the driver told Harry 
in desperation when he wanted the 
car,” said Jack. ‘But mum’s the word. 
Steer clear.” 

In time the vehicle came back, the 
Adjutant walked with careful but 
unsteady tread towards his office, and 
presently the driver Paddy (one Patri- 
zius Schmelz, sometime Gefreiter in the 
Afrika Korps), who by immemorial 
tacit agreement belonged to the Second- 
in-Command, could be seen in the 
distance being questioned by his fuming 
master. 

That the Second-in-Command’s long- 
standing undertakings should have been 
frustrated by the Adjutant’s gallivanting 
was bad enough, but to add insult to 
injury he was going to be expected at 
the end of the week to pay his share 
towards an entirely supervacaneous 
Mess Party. Although everyone was 
of course entitled to bring guests, the 
Second-in-Command and the other 
rummy players knew no one invitable 
within a hundred miles, so that the 
party would essentially be an entertain- 


ment given by the Commandant and 
Adjutant to their racing friends, and 
therefore an affront to old Tom, old 
Herbert and the Second-in-Command 
(old Angus). Sidney the Dolmetscher, 
under an inescapable moral compulsion 
to dig into his savings, seemed deter- 
mined at least to come and make sure 
of his money’s worth. Not turning up, 
for example, would not only be impolitic 
but would mean having to go out for 
the evening and buying a meal. 

From time to time in the days before 
the party the discreet green baize of the 
Second-in-Command’s rummy _ table 
absorbed the simmering vibrations of 
old grievances being re-aired in low 
tones, and the murmurs of “ You’re 
dead right, Angus. It’s a shame.” 
Conversations tended to break off as 
the door opened. 

None the less, on the evening of the 
party, the Second-in-Command’s faction 
turned out in their blue suits and 
mingled with the jolly tweeds and beefy 
turf-faces of the Colonel’s guests. 
Jack and Leslie Widdicombe, enchanted 
at an evening away from heads and 
hurricane-lanterns, were charming and 
enthusiastic to everyone. In one corner 
a German band played, in a rather 
heated fashion, music to which it was 
often possible to dance: in another the 
Dolmetscher drank himself even. 
Several works of art had been lent for 
the occasion from the prisoners’ com- 
pound, and evoked something of the 
air of a Bavarian folk-festival. The 
Colonel beamed about the place, well 
pleased with it all, giving to Fred the 
most involved orders for drinks. 

About midnight the Adjutant left to 
escort some departing guests and the 
place was never quite the same again. 


* k a * * 


The first news of the Adjutant’s 


mishap came the next day. Early 
wayfarers had heard the sound of 
mournful singing and found a person 
in plus-fours quietly finishing a bottle 
in a deep ditch. A little behind him was 
a motor cycle. Neither was beyond 
repair and the Adjutant, bottle removed, 
spent three days in a cottage hospital. 
(One of those escorted home remem- 
bered saying “You’re not fit to drive 
the car back.” The Adjutant had said 
“Quite right” and the friend had lent 
him a motor cycle instead because it 
was obviously too far to walk.) 
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The Adjutant’s duties were now 
temporarily taken over by the Second- 
in-Command. He first grimly sent off 
two drivers in a truck to bring back the 
missing vehicle and then disappeared 
into the Adjutant’s office to see how 
things stood. 

Jack Widdicombe came into my 
office again a day later and said 
“Message from Garcia, old scout. 
You’re to pop along and see Harry in 
dock. They phoned up my number 
because it would go to old Angus 
otherwise, I suppose. Better take some 
grapes.” 

The Adjutant looked different in his 
hospital bed. He had a large piece of 
adhesive plaster on the top of his head, 
and one arm was in a sling. But there 
was something else and I couldn’t make 
out what it was. 

Then he said “I’m so glad you’ve 
come. Collarbone and a twisted ankle. 
Great nuisance,” and I realized that he 
had lost his dentures. He looked 
dubiously at the grapes but was grateful 
for them, and while he sat in bed, 
smoking in rather a hissing, concave 
fashion, he began asking cautious 
questions about how things were going. 

“Old Angus know you’re here?” 
he asked. “No? Good. Erm. Am I 
speaking clearly enough? Damn den- 
tures. Old Angus is doing my job at 
the moment, I understand.” 

_I came away with two questions to 
answer: Had old Angus got all the 
keys? Had old Angus taken charge of 
the accounts? I was not, however, to 
ask old Angus either of these questions. 

The first was answered by asking the 
orderly room sergeant for one of the 
keys. Oh, the Second-in-Command had 
them all. The second question was 
resolved by casually asking the Second- 
in-Command if mess bills were to be 
paid to him that month. Yes again. 

I telephoned the hospital from Jack 
Widdicombe’s office. “As well as can 
be expected,” they said. Certainly they 
would take a message for him. Yes in 
both cases? Was that all? Yes, they would 
inform him. 

Next day the Adjutant was back, 
assisted limping from a taxi to his 
quarters, to which, obviously unfit for 
duty and still without his teeth, he was 
pretty well confined. 

“You see, my son,” said Jack Widdi- 
combe, “rallying to the stern call of 
duty. All hands stand by to repel 





They’re due here at the end 
of the week.” 
The next 


auditors. 


three days had all the 
tension of a Carrington V.C. in reverse. 
Dark undercurrents thrust about under 
the calm surface, but business went on 
almost as usual. ‘The Passive Anti- 
Nazis clumped off to the fields in their 
dyed battledress and ski-ing caps, the 
ration lorries unloaded and the German 
quartermasters pawed and 
outside the locked door. 
queued up for 


whinnied 
The Pioneers 
their compassionate 
leave and there was semolina for dinner. 
But the Second-in-Command stuck 
firmly in the Adjutant’s office, auctions 
or no auctions, and Sidney the Dol- 
metscher was taken from his screening 
and propelled hither and thither by the 
driver Paddy around the billets. The 
Adjutant, hobbled in his quarters, was 
visited once or twice by the Colonel, 
who preserved an impassive exterior. 
There was, however, some sign of a 
subtle change in the balance of power. 
Semolina began to appear at lunch as 
well as dinner (the Second-in- 
Command’s packed sandwich lunch no 
longer garnished the letter rack), and 
the manner of old Tom and old 
Herbert became at once stiffer and more 
buoyant. No word had been openly 
said, but one thing was plain. The 
Second-in-Command had _ closely 
examined the accounts. 

The situation was an _ extremely 
delicate one, particularly as officially no 
situation existed. The Second-in-Com- 
mand said nothing, but merely hummed. 
He had the books and, I fancy, a separ- 
ate private statement of exactly how the 
funds stood at his taking over. The 
Imprest account, under the control of 
himself and Honest Joe, was naturally 
correct to a penny. The Adjutant, 
parted from his books, had no very 
clear recollection of the state of his 
funds, but Ascot had keen recent, he 
and the Colonel had attended, and after 
a week of it Harry had said, flinging up 
his hands: “Don’t mention Ascot to 
me for some time, old boy. Just don’t 
talk about it.” With a comparable 
delicacy not a word was said about the 
audit or, in public at any rate, of the 
assumed connection between it and 
Ascot. 

In the mounting submerged excite- 
ment old Herbert gave up his patience 
and could be seen trying to concentrate 
on the simpler newspapers in the ante- 


room. Old Tom’s fingertip contempla- 
tion was marred by a certain restlessness. 

The stage thus set, the ultimate 
revelation seemed inevitable. Only 
time or the desperate need to escape 
from a fire could overcome the con- 
dition of the Adjutant’s collarbone and 
ankle, and neither was available. But 
the final lever to shift the Second-in- 
Command from his ferocious com- 
placency was provided from a quite 
unforeseen source. 

The morning of the day before the 
audit, Sidney the Dolmetscher brought 
back a complaint from a farmer which 
was so curious and tellable that he 
innocently told it to the first person he 
saw in the office. As old Angus had 
just gone expectantly off to lunch, the 
person he told it to happened to be the 
Colonel. 

Then he came over to my office and 
told it to me too. It wasn’t that he had 
anything against the chap himself, the 
farmer had said of his prisoner billetee. 
Decent enough feller. Worked like a 
team of ’orses. The wife had took 
fancy to him and moved him into the 
house. Then she moved him into her 
room. He didn’t mind that, but now 
she wouldn’t have him in his own house, 


nor she wouldn’t do a hand’s turn of 


cooking for him either. That was what 
got him. Nora the Land Girl was all 
right, but she couldn’t cook a bloody 
potato, even if she had time. So the 
prisoner had to go. He’d been meaning 
to say this to the officer for some time. 
Used to come Wednesdays one time, 
but he hadn’t been around lately, and 
he’d no time for all the: bloody forms 
anyhow, let alone writing letters. 

“Pity though,” he concluded. 
“Decent enough feller. So long as I can 
get another like un.” 

I got Sidney to tell it all over again to 
Jack Widdicombe, and by co-opting a 
series of listeners we managed to keep 
him away frora old Angus for fifteen 
minutes. 

The Colonel did not go for lunch, but 
presently we saw old Angus being 
summoned from the mess. 

What the Colonel actually said was 
never known but, properly handled, the 
farm affair could be laid at old Angus’s 
door as a gross dereliction of duty and 
made the subject of a most adverse 
report. We felt the business was in 
capable hands now. In a short time a 
veiled bargain would be struck. Old 
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Angus could be given a chance to put 
the farm affair right, and the Colonel 
would ask, very casually, for the keys and 
the books for Harry to take 
again. 


over 


The observable facts were that the 
Second-in-Command came out of the 
Colonel’s office imtangibly different. 
No sword hung visibly over his head. 
His dentures were still in, but his teeth 
were drawn. He was seen driving off 
on a motor cycle with an expression of 
great chagrin and frustration, and then 
the bandaged and slippered figure of 
the Adjutant was borne in a chair by 
two prisoners from his quarters to the 
Colonel’s office. 

The telephone was going all the 
afternoon and a little after tea-time there 
arrived Mr. Hawkins, Bookie. Merry 
noises from the Colonel’s office hinted 
at an immediate cash delivery. 

Old Angus stayed out with sandwiches 
all audit day, sourly taking in the back 
of the truck a beetle-browed prisoner 
of phenomenal work-capacity called 
Walter, a more than compensatory 
consolation prize for the anguished 
farmer. The auditors found all books 
and cash balances correct, signed without 
hesitation, were given a most complex 
drink by the Colonel, and moved on. 
Both Harry and old Angus went on leave, 
and presently postings in opposite 
directions came through for them. They 
were still away when I left to collect my 
chalk-stripe suit (“And so farewell,’ 
said Jack Widdicombe, “to an essen- 
tially Happy Ship,”) and I heard no 
word of any of them again. 

Some months after, I drove past the 
place, but it was a Kriegsgefangener- 
lager no longer. What remained of the 
organization had been transferred else- 
where, and all human trace of goons 
and kriegies had dissolved as the snows. 
The wire was mostly still there (no 
signs of tunnelling), but the off-white 
washing of squatters flapped between 
the huts. 








NOTICE 
Drawings, etc., published in pecifically 
reserved to the Proprietors bE. the. world. 
CONDITIONS OF SALE AND SUPPLY.—This periodical 
is sold subject to the following conditions, namely, 
that it shall not, without the written consent of the 
publishers first given, be lent, resold, hired out or 
otherwise disposed of by way of Trade, except at the 
full retail price of 2/6d.; and that it shall not be lent, 
resold, hired out or otherwise disposed of in a mutilated 
condition or in any unauthorized cover by way of Trade 
or affixed to or as part of any publication or advertising, 
literary or pictorial matter whatsoever. 

Reg'd at the G.P.O. asa Newspaper. Entered as 2nd-class 
Mail Matter at the New York, N.Y., P.O., 1902. Postage 
of this issue: Gt. Britain and Ireland 2}d.: Canada 1id.* 
Elsewhere Overseas 3d.¢ Mark wear top left-hand 
corner **‘Canadian Magazine Post” ‘Printed Papers 
—Reduced Rate.’ SUBSCRIPTION RATES Yearly, 
including gp Numbers and Postage: Inland 30/-; 
Oversea 36/6 (U.S.A., $5.25); Canada S/- or $5.00. 


The entire copyright in all pers aon Sketches, 
PUNCH 





PUNCH ALMANACK, November 7 1955 





As a result of myxomatosis, foxes are becoming as savage as wolves... 


and birds, owing to the Protection of Birds Act, are losing their fear of man; so that... 
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before long, life in the countryside... 
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seems likely to become complicated. 
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If there is any point in this picture 
at all, it is to demonstrate the im- 
practicability of raising beef in 
built-up areas. Let it also remind 
you that Heinz Ideal Pickle 
raises cold roast beef to new 
heights. Beef is beef. But beef and 
pickle really sets a man up! 











By Royal Command 


Through six reigns, dedicated old 
Take a shop,’ said the Prince, and Mr. Marcovitch, who, craftsmen have been pickling 
a hundred years ago, was making his cigarettes in an © onions for Heinz. It is a living 
obscure room near Piccadilly knew that their excellence tradition, this pickling, jealously 
had made him famous. Ever since, Marcovitch Cigarettes — guarded and handed down from 
have been made to the same high standards as won the father to son. We proudly assert 
approval of that Eminent Personage and his friends; they ~ that through the ages, our pickled 
are rolled of the very finest tobacco, for the pleasure of those © onions have made a genuine 
whose palates appreciate perfection. contribution to gracious living. 


Chlorophyll or no chlorophyll! 


Wisdom from the East! Buy yourself a jar of our Chinese 
Stem Ginger. Lock it up! Then, round about Quarter 
Day (or any sort of doomsday for that matter) go to it. 
It’s heart warming. Bite-size pieces steeped in syrup as 
smooth as old wine. 


Py, Red counage for uthite men 


Breakfast hint. Take acan 
of Heinz Tomato Juice, 
B A CK A NB Ww HITE drill two holes and decant SE a} 
cigarettes for Virginia smokers into glass. Ah, that’s bet- (@) 
ter! Bring on the bacon 
25 for 5/5 


and look those eggs in the 
eye like a man! 


“HEINZ 








The name sir, is Myers 


It’S A NAME which stands for an exceptionally good 
rum...made by the traditional pot-still method and 
matured naturally, spending years in white oak 
before bottling. 

Here are just a few of the many well-liked drinks 
made with this delectable product of Jamaica. 


Myers and Ginger Ale 


Toa measure of ‘Myers’ ina tall glass 
pour a good ginger ale. Add a few 
drops of lemon juice and garnish with 
a slice of lemon. (It is particularly 
good with ice.) 


Myers Rum Sour 


For each glass dissolve a tea spoon 
of sugar in the juice of half a lemon. 
Add a cocktail glass of ‘Myers’. 
Shake and add a little soda water 
before serving. 


Myers Hot Toddy 


Add boiling water to a measure of 
“Myers’. Add lemon juice and sugar 
to taste. Stir gently and serve with a 
pinch of nutmeg or cinnamon. 


MAKE 
initials PINE 1 connens 


yERS 


THE DARK & MELLOW RUM ~ PRODUCED & BOTTLED IN JAMAICA 


CCmeses 








Every 
10 


seconds... 


someone changes to a 


INJECTO-MATIC razor 


Hundreds of thousands of men are already 
enjoying quicker, smoother, Jess bothersome shaves 
with the sensational PAL Injecto-Matic. The new 
PAL razor loads new blades automatically, 
instantly — and after shaving, there’s no need to 
dry the razor! Why put up with old-fashioned 
shaving when you can get your own PAL 
Injecto-Matic today ! 





best razor 


is his PAL y 


INJECTO-MATIC 


8/6 ¢ 


Complete in case with 
10 blades. Refill 
magazine of 12 PAL 
Injector blades, 2/9. 


Obtainable at all Woolworths, Boots, Timothy Whites & Taylors, 
British Home Stores, Chemists, Hairdressers, etc. 











“I chose Smiths watches on the recommendation 
9 E | of members of the Everest expedition”, writes 

T.V S xp orers Armand Denis, ‘‘and although they were 
subjected to rough usage, extremes of heat and 
h Smiths de Luxe cold, and regularly immersed in water, they kept 
€ oose perfect time”. Smiths de Luxe watches are sold 
exclusively by Jewellers from £8.19.6 to £63.0.0 

a al 
. - | Aj All have the PERMALIFE unbreakable 
iol Centi a rica mainspring and the movements are 


UNCONDITIONALLY guaranteed for one year. 


» 


A.258 B.533 

17 jewel watch. Chrome front, Lady's IS jewel 9 ct. gold 
stainless steel back. Luminous watch. In presentation 
hands and spots. £10.10.0. case, £17.17.0. 


Armand and Michaela Denis, the 
explorers and producers of T.V. 
adventure films, use Smiths de Luxe 
watches on their African Expeditions. 


Write for illustrated brochure, 
free on request. 


4 ‘SMITHS OF ENGLAND’ PRODUCT 


SMITHS BRITISH WATCHES, WATERLOO ROAD, LONDON, N.W.2. The High Grade Watch Division of S. Smith & Sons (England) Ltd. 





Say “ Nomzy Prat” 
and your § French’ 
will be perfect ! 


Here’s why you'll prefer it — 


*% Everything the French know in the 
growing of grapes and blending of wines 
— is lavished on Noilly Prat. 


Not a drop is bottled until the wine 
is fully matured — at least five years. 


The unique ‘French’ tang of Noilly Prat 
is obtained by the traditional maceration 
of herbs and flowers, not by short-cut 
infusions, 


* Noilly Prat is still bottled 


e in France in the traditional 
\. i large vermouth bottle. 
K N Soe ao SHORT NOILLY PRAT 
‘VermouTH’ : —neat with a zest of lemon peel squeesed 


inte and then dropped into the vermouth. 
LONG NOILLY PRAT 


‘ > —two fingers of Noilly Prat, add ice, top 
Ss ‘ with soda. 
jltade — by insisting on Gin and Noilly Prat you ensure getting 
* Gin and French’ 


Sole Importers: WM. CHAS. ANDERSON & CO., 8 LIME STREET, E.C.3 
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“ 
| MUST REMEMBER. 
TO H/RE A CAR 
4 
aoe | ret FROM ROOTES/” 
Don't seem to see anything beautiful’. e 
‘Not a girl you oaf! The suit that 
fellow’s wearing.’ 
* Oh yes, I’ve got you. 


Mm - very distinctive, I agree. Wonder 
whose it is ?’ 
* Glencarrick tweed P'll wager. It’s got 
that look about it. Pure virgin wool, a, : : 
all finely spun with a two-fold warp and ; ) ¢ Humber and Hillman chauffeur 
weft - and look at that close weave - - 2 206 r driven or self-drive 
no wonder it’s thornproof.’ ~ . limousines or saloons. 
* And I bet suits like that cost a fortune ?’ . e Clients met at dock or airport. 
* Not really. About fifteen guineas, 
and moreover, some forty patterns to 
choose from. Ah, here comes a taxi.’ 


e Lowest winter tariff. 


.. |'e- tk ROOTES 
se TWEED ney CAR HIRE 


FINEST THORNPROOF Phone : CUNningham 5/41 - Cables : Rooteshire, London 











ALSO AT 
From the best men's shops, in case of difficulty please 


write for name of your nearest supplier. MANCHESTER, BIRMINGHAM, MAIDSTONE, CANTERBURY, ROCHESTER, 


3 FOLKESTONE, WROTHAM HEATH 
BENJAMIN SIMON & SONS LTD., Makers of High Grade Clothes, PARK LANE, LEEDS, |. 
bss. 384% 














** They have stood up 


amazingly to the hard wear and tear of 34 years of marches, 
tropical rains and rough conditions. They have never let 
in water or become uncomfortable even after days of 
continuous wear.” 





No wires—no flexes! Take it’s 
cosy comfort where it’s wanted— 
when it’s wanted! Gives 12 
hours heat on only |} pints 
of paraffin. Real comfort and 
remarkable economy ! 


89/6 


This price is subject to : 
market fluctuations ss 


LOTUS Veldtschoen|) “2222 %. 


Paraffin Pressure RADIATOR 


Wah Viey Pooleun phan mae are 
The only all-leather shoe THE Thier LAMP COMPANY LTD., 
i GUA RANTEED WATERPROOF | Dept. HT/P2, Tilamp House, 70-72, Jermyn Street, London, S.W.I 
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wi. Brampule 


a® 
‘i work tat 
rong nat neem 


«en ironman ° 




















Traditionally, Drambuie was first made from a recipe given to a Mackinnon of Skye in 1745 by Bonnie Prince Charlie. 
Since that time this distinguished liqueur has been acclaimed in all parts of the world. The pleasant custom of drinking 
a liqueur becomes, with Drambuie, part of a tradition that has its origin in the colourful days of the eighteenth century. 
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wm eee “a 


“He’d love’ ‘ 


Even if he’s got a razor already, bring him up-to-date with 
Gillette Superspeed Shaving. All the elements of this modern 
shaving system are contained in this luxurious velvet-lined case. 
A beautifully finished quick-action razor that opens at a twist of 
the handle and 10 sharp Blue Gillette Blades in a Dispenser — the 
latest way of packing blades. He’ll be delighted with this set — the price 
is 18/6—and delighted with you for bringing his shaving up-to-date. 
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as Overcoats 
SCOTCH 


is the drink 


We have an excellent stock 
of ready-to-wear overcoats 
for all occasions in a wide 
range of styles, materials 


and patterns. 


Yes, says the Hostess, 
For my Christmas parties, 
I know Scotch is the drink __ 


And, of course . - - 


DEWAR'S 


MOSS BROS | 


aco. 


OF COVENT GARDEN 
THE COMPLETE MAN'S STORE 
a atic a : Junction of 
by the Scotch Whisky As — ¥ Garrick and Bedford Streets, W.C.2 


Temple Bar 4477 AND BRANCHES 
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The NORSEMAN S.B 
Raglan Raincoat in 
Lrion and finest quality 
Wool Gaberdine. Also 
D.B. with set-in sleeves. 


Norseman 
Quality 
Raincoats 


for men’s, ladies’ and 
children’s wear 


Ask for a Norseman. 
High-class outfitters 
usually stock them. 


Made by 


A. B. HARGREAVES 4 CO. LTD. 
Vyking Works, Chorley, Lancs. 








well balanced liqueyp 


qe Indispensable in - 
* Cocktails ® Fruit Salads *& Grape Fruit etc 
wT)! 





The ps Hotel 


‘King Georne 


OLD SCOTCH WHISKY 


Maximum Retail Prices in United Kingdom as fixed by The Scotch Whisky Association 


THE DISTILLERS AGENCY LTD. EDINBURGH 











jn 
FELLS | 


mangas) 


Shippers of fine wines for a century 


SOLE IMPORTERS JOHN €. FELLS & SONS LTD. LONDON S.E.! 
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An English 


The Lifeboat Service receives no State 
assistance in keeping its head above water. 
Your contribution may only be a drop in 
the ocean—but it will help to keep the 
lifeboats floating. Send it, however small, to 


ROYAL NATIONAL 
LIFE-BOAT INSTITUTION 
42, GROSVENOR GARDENS, LONDON, S.W.1 


Treasurer : 
His Grace The Duke of Northumberland 
Secretary : 
Col. A. D. Burnett Brown, 0.8.€., 4.c., T.0., M.A. 

















(COUN PR RANT 
=) 


Extra Dry 





W. Glendenning & Sons Ltd. Newcastle upon Tyreé 


BURMA CHEROOTS 
Gall of the Cos 
Trial ben ot 8 

37/6 


post free 





Imported 
direct from 


the native makers 


GREENS LTD 


Wine & Cigar Merchants 

34 Royal Exchange, LONDON, E.C.3 

May we quote you for your ay Spirit and 
Cigar requirements? 





} 
| 
| 
i 


| 

| gm 
iw : 
Pe aaa all 
{ 

‘ 


SUCHARD CHOCOLATE, LONDON, S.E.16 


a 
This fine British Cigar, intreduced 





The Treasured Gift 

Sophos CRESTED CUFF LINKS 
Highly polished and heavily Gold Cased, with 
Crest and Colours of any Club, School, O.B. 
Association, Regiment, etc., faithfully repro- 
duced in exact detail in coloured enamels. 
Each pair in presentation case. C5 
from all leading Men's Wear “St< 
shops, and some Jewellers. 


Any one of over 800 designs in 
production ... 50/-. Obtainable 
A A product of Lambournes (B’ham) Ltd. 








A real 
winter 
companion 


A. S. Wilkin Ltd. Cremona Pk. Newcastie-on-Tyne 








many years ago, is more 
popular than ever today. 


INTER 


Elegant shape 
54 inches long, 
as Ulus- 
trated 


Delicate aroma and 
charming flavour 
A Sample Box of 
25 fer 43/- post paid. 
GREENS LTD., 


Wine and Cigar Merchants 














finest 
petrol 


in the World 





FOR HAPPY MOTORING 
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MONEY AND MINUTES BOTH SAVED... WITH 4 


ihe finest shaving instrument in the world 
ROLLS RAZOR 


THE ONE-BLADE SAFETY 


Here, without any reservation, is the finest 
shaving instrument in the world. Honed and 
stropped in its case, its one hollow-ground 


1 
1 
i 
{i 
i 
\ 
, Sheffield-steel blade will give years of speedy 
{ 
{i 
{| 
{ 
{ 
1 


luxurious shaving and save pounds on blade 
buying. 


From local dealers everywhere. Price 53/3d. complete, 


or in leather Pouch Set with extra blade 79/6d. + 
Ui : ° if, Gt (7 /}j ° (Prices include Tax and apply in U.K. only). ; 
ROLLS RAZOR LTD., Head Office, Works and Service, Cricklewood, N.W.2. Showroom : 193 Regent St., London, W.1. (Callers only) 4 ; 


Ay”. 
7 - . * *. oo . * * 7 . - *. . . . . . . . . * . . 


ninth (SERIA ym 





a*® 


* 


vemos medi ONL-FIRING > 


™ en ee 


defeats 
cold 
weather 


¥ 
L crogh Not too sweet, 
w not too dry. 
& \ The finest wine in 
% iva its class. Excellent 
.) A with any main 
= course — fish, 
poultry, white 


meatorred * @ Oil, a clean, cheap fuel. 
meat. * 


i ? 4 @ No dust, dirt, ashes. 
by 3 E oe) Thermostatic Control 
* At your a ts ° Burner gives required 
Wine Merchants 5 ¢ | = \ heat at lowest cost. 
S. PF, & O. HALLGARTEN 3 2 | a WV 3 | = ‘ @ Constant Hot Water. 
= wv = 


LONDON, B.C.3 @ Simple to instal. 
Fits almost 


*“Qtaexannae® 











st any 

‘ boiler. Conversion 

SCOTCH LIQUEUR time averages 
i one day. 


Funwirune || \ )) || © the: modern ‘unit forthe 
FURNITURE 2 La mes modern home. 


“HOME - FIRE” 


Price of OIL BURNER 
instalied in your small 
independent boiler with 

150 gal. storage tank from 40 


under 2100 complete 


SEND for name of 


nearest dealer 


NU-WAY HEATING PLANTS LTD., 


(Box 330) DROITWICH 
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Look at the gleaming elegance of the graceful Super Snipe— 
feel the deep-seat luxury of the spacious interior with its impeccable finish— 
experience the blithe nonchalance with which the engine whispers at 90 
and you'll know the exhilaration of perfect motoring . . . 


and at a price that puts Humber first for fine-car value. 


HUMBER SUPER SNIPE 


£1095 plus p.t. £457-7-6 in attractive two-tone or single-tone colour schemes, white-wall tyres available as an extra. Also Motor Car Manufacturers 


By Appointment 
to the late King George V! 


. ss ‘ Humber Lid. 
Touring Li ine with ad ble division and front seat unit, £1175 plus p.t. £490 * 14°2 te 








HUMBER LIMITED * COVENTRY * LONDON SHOWROOM AND EXPORT DIVISION: ROOTES LTD * DEVONSHIRE HOUSE ~* PICCADILLY - W.! 
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ROSS. Ss Indian Tonic Vater 


BELFAST 


“This we prescribe though no physician” 
‘ —Richard II., a. 1, s.1 











BEAUTIFUL = : : _—~ —_ 


RATTRAY'S 
neg oS 7 RESERVE 


our standard kits ees cs , <. TOBACCO 

; " ow ‘ oe — : is a mixture from which 

Send P/O 1/6 for sample 5 : : many life-long pipe 

lustre and catalogue See ; mo smokers never depart. 

(refundable) ‘ : é : From its choice Red 

10 the Chandelier Specialists . Se 08 heen me and rare oe 

; ier : Z eaf it derives an unusually 

MARTIN CHANDELIERS, ey ne rich and versatile character. 

Dept: P. 217 LIVERPOOL ROAD, C . Through its makers’ ad- 
HAYDOCK - LANCS. 


herence to an almost for- 
- gotten tradition of crafts- 
MOTEL PHOENICIA gk * manship it displays the 
same slow-burning quality, 


4 ry 
MALTA 5 the same slow release of 
Fora sunny Mediterranean holiday . perfectly blended aroma 
(in sterling area ns 


. ’ 
FIRST CLASS CUISINE AND ACCOMMO- as a good cigar. Rattray’s 
DATION AT SURPRISINGLY ECONOMICAL Fr, 

RATES 


7 Reserve is for the smoker 

. P - / 

Bathing, Motor Yacht Pionies, Water Ski-ing and Still depend on YO UR SUppol who mak es constant 

= hncsmeenss Dance ing, Le nen pe og wenaeae. demands on his pipe. It 
embership of sae and sperts c pS ar ged. . m4 . 

Rites and brochure on request. Ask your Travel Please be Father Christmas to our 7,000 satisfies always; it never 


Agent or phone GE Rrard ¢477. 


: : iiliadiliee Tameusileess All be palls. 
BIRDS REALLY DO RESPOND and more children—their happiness will be 


to the AUDUBON BIRD CALL your reward. A customer writes from London— 


**Kindly send me my usual supply 
: . fi parable 7 Reserve.” 
Simply twist the key of the Audu- of incompeare 
bon Bird Call and the response A CHRISTMAS GIFT OF 
is amazing. Birds burst into To be obtained 
song. They come closer too— 


brimming with curiosity. This ONLY from: 
wonderful new way of drawing me é 
songsters near is already widely ¢ H ARL E NS 
used in America and on the 


Continent. Your naturalist RA sg T R A Y 
friends will welcome one as a ‘ ‘ 4 

Birthday or Christmas present. or of any amount would help Tobacco Blender 
And of course—don't forget towards their food 
yourself. Pre “ 
Hand-made of pewter and birch- 
wood and patterned on bird calls Price 80/- per Ib.. 


used by Italian Fowlers. ge Cheques etc. (crossed), payable “Dr. Barnardo’s Homes”, should be sent Ped. Send Ss te 


sample quarter-lb. tin 
Send your order to: to 4 Barnardo House, Stepney Causeway, London, E.!. 
JOHN BUXTON, Rodbourne, Maimesbury. 


(Sent posi free with full instructions) 


Cherub 


OUTERWEAR 

















PERTH, SCOTLAND 

















= " 4] . : “ 2 
Also > ee 14/6 from your 


wine merchant 
SOCKS - UNDERWEAR -: SLUMBERWEAR 





Walter S. Siege! Ltd., London, E.C.3. Telephone : MansionHouse 58/7 
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The Gorgeous Flavour } , 
of the Tropics 
ALEXANDER COCKTAIL © 
1/3 Creme Cacao, 
1/3 dry Gin, 
1/3 fresh cream. 


(Mi Bl EBL SEES ew 
3 


stison: tne oo 
nel hectecenttent 


— 
Eis Moca ost 


_ BLACKBERRY 
te Ee 
Apricot f 
PARADISE RICH FRUIT 


1/3 Apry Brizard, LIQUEUR 
2/3 Dry Gin. 


feel thirsty after good envvelee. 


fingers of Anisetie or 
reme de Menthe Brizard in a large 


ene fill up to the top with iced 


water. 


For after-dinner 
enjoyment and 
the basis of 
long drinks 
and cocktails 


This is a really refreshing drink. 


FRAPPEE 
The weather outside is 
warm and you want to 
cool yourself together 
with your friends? Put 
twoice-blocks ina brandy 
glass pour Anisette 
or Creme de Menthe until 
you cover them up. You 
will see how ple t 
and comforting it is. 


CREME 
DE MENTHE 


Sse 


The House of 


MARIE BRIZARD 


this year 
celebrate their 


200TH ANNIVERSARY 


hsemeesanenue iy manta emcee ese ae 
Ss ca ead 


5 
i 
i 

? 
| 
3 
& 
A 


a8. in 
SRN re 


FREER Sit MME, 
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LIVERPUDLIANA No. 1t. 


iwpul Msn 


On Tuesday, the 28th August, 1207, King 
(Runnymede) John acquired the ‘Villa de Livrpul’ in 
exchange for another—far inferior—estate. On the same 
day he granted Liverpool its first oe 
reproduced here— 


King Henry III raised 
Liverpool to the dignity of a Borough in 1229 and 
created a “‘Merchant Gild with a ‘Hansa’ (a society of 
merchants combined together for the good usage and 
safe passage of merchandise from kingdom to 
kingdom). He then granted the earliest lease extant to 
“Our honest men of Liverpool” 
for a period of 4 years at a rent of 
{io per annum. . 
LIv ‘put 
At this point it is interesting f 
to record that the present 
Corporation offers generous and 
sensible assistance to enterprising 
manufacturers who seek increased 


production on Liverpool’s great 
industrial estates. Please write for 
full details and illustrated brochure. 


LIVERPOOL 
Centre of Industrial Prosperity 


LIVERPOOL CORPORATION . DALE STREET, LIVERPOOL 
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4 Cc “~- 
— 


It’s a bright idea . « . togive Swan Brand this Christmas! 
There’s something for everyone in 
the Swan Brand range of electrical 
products — something that will IS ; 

always look right and be right, made 2 Perfectly 
with traditional quality to give a é Balanced 

lifetime’s service. From all good : : 
electrical dealers and stores. Digestive 


Biscuit 





Toasters 





A smart, practical toaster, beauti- ~*~), : 

fully finished in light bronze with > 1, 
black base and chromium plated top. & j : Le { 
Toasts two slices at once and turns ‘ ; ; \ 
them over on opening and shutting ’ \ 


the doors. A.C./D.C. Mains. 4 


——— | B= Choicest Old Oloroso 


Kettles : ie 
The attractive ‘Roya!’ kettle makes 
a very welcome gift. Quick-pouring 
spout, heat-insulated handle, auto- 
matic safety device. A.C./D.C. Mains. 
Capacities 2-5 pints. Prices from 66/- 


arr 
Electric Fires Vi Rich and Luscious with the 
Attractive modern portable fires eo r outstanding quality and flavour 
oodsock” I kw. 1039/3; 2 kw ‘ P: that only AGE, EXPERT 
167/3. Gold or satin silver finish, i @ ’ 7 state eR : ‘ 
black base, cheomine plated guards. : 4 Ling SELECTION anp BLENDING 
4 st se ate s . fi =" te . é F : 2 “ 
ss hatte ce sands ea in JEREZ (Spain) can produce 
ng Wismun &. voldeg } 
Percolators } View, dasa oe oo, Shipped only by — 


The ‘ Mayfair* percolator is finished : a s teas J \ 
in chromium plate on copper. Black te aan STO ee £ 
heat-resisting handle. Almost instant Asse 1988 a 


percolation, visible through glass Cee et ee F IN 
inset in lid. Automatic safety device. : etn y / 
A.C./D.C. Mains. Price 105/- : : 





_ In the home ‘for, a? LIFETIME - 


Bulpitt & Sons Ltd., Birmingham 18 








all leading wine Merchants 





M-W.350 
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’ Hurray! 


Ite Nestlé!” 


NESTLE’S. Ina changing world this name has always 
been a guarantee of purity, unvarying quality and honest 
value. This is something that three generations of British 
housewives have found out for themselves. And it’s a belief 
fully shared by the grocers, confectioners and chemists they 


9 
buy from. Look at the famous products illustrated below. LA 
Each one is the acknowledged best of its kind on sale 
today. But Nestlée’s have never been content to rest on 
their reputation. They keep on searching for new ways to 


improve the quality of their foods. And they never relax 
their traditional high standards. Without a doubt it 
is this special attitude towards food products that makes 


ne 
the words “ Made by Nestié’s” such a sure guide to quality. it S good eee very good I 


over Caran 
EVAPORATEC 
mie 
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Smart of them— 


to give 


each other 


AERTEX 


Father (who must have his little joke) says 
he’s like a Christmas tree — spruce. And so he is in his 
new Aertex Snugfit shirt. Though it’s informal 
it’s very presentable and very present-worthy. It’s as 
warm in winter as it’s cool in summer. And it 
offers itself in a choice of about thirty 
different shades and patterns. Its price 
(not the least of its virtues) starts at 30/- 


Mother (who always chooses presents to herself ) 
picked this dream of a blouse with its 
sparkling buttons, short sleeves, and 
shirt-style collar. Light as it is, it has the Aertex 
secret of being warm in winter. 
It’s called Cleony ; and it costs 17/« 


The baby (who generally thinks clothes make 
dull presents) is delighted with these tots’ pyjamas. 
They’re white with coloured facings in pink, or blue, or gold ; 
they cost from 21 /- (if you’re two) to 24/6 (if you’re five). 


It’s smart— 
It’s healthy— 
Its AERTEX ! 


AR CLOT, > 


Genuine Aertex bears this label S(AERTE x2) 
\connon 


Illustrated Catalogue from: 
A. M. Aertex, | Long Lane, London, S.E.1. 
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Punch 
ELECTRIC 


aE BLANKETS aNE 


Purchase from the Experts who built the Milliwatt 

safest and most efficient electrically heated flying 

equipment in the World, standardised by the U.S. 
Air Force in the late War. 


Thermostatically controlled in duplicate 
Single Heat Standard Blanket, 30” by 50” 
with D.P. Switch and Washable Cover 


£5 18s. 9d. 
including P.T. 


INSIST ON MILLIWATT 
SAFE—EFFICIENT 
BEST VALUE IN THE WORLD 
Passed by the Authorities 


DO NOT SLEEP WITH LIVE WIRES 
IN BED 


Ask for details of complete medical and domestic range at any 
Electrical and Medical Retailers, Leading Stores and Chemists. 


SLEEP WARM—SLEEP WELL 


MILLIWATT 











44 PRINCESS ROAD, REGENTS PARK, NW.1. 








Wherever there gathers 


* a bouquet of Vintners * a spruce of Executives 


there's a fitting of 


Chuuwelr’s 
famous English shoes 


Leathers, lasts and styles to fit the occasion, the mood and the man 


Shown here ore ‘Consul’, bleck or brown colf, 95/9. 
* Tweed’, golden ten Broemar caif, 99/9. 


From authorised Agents throughout the country. For nearest address write 
CHURCH & COMPANY LIMITED, DUKE STREET, NORTHAMPTON 


*We have a small compendium of assembly terms for fish, flesh, fowl, and fellow man. 


Christmas is the time 


for TRADITION 


This Christmas you can honour the oceasion, as never 
before, with TRADITION — a superlative aged Liqueur 
Brandy recently arrived from France. Especially blended 
by E. Normandin et Cie. to suit the traditional English 
preference for a pale, dry Cognac, TRADITION is a 
wholly natural product of quality, time and skill. Its 
innocence of colouring or sweetening, its incomparable bouquet 
and finesse make TRADITION a gift that reflects the 


discernment of giver and recipient alike 


NORMANDIN COGNAC 


TRADITIO\ 


LIQUEUR BRANDY 


Bottles: 57/6d each 
Half-bottles: 29]3d. each 


| MMMM entire 
1} 


#TRADITIOS 


- - - and for your 
Christmas 3-Star— 
LOREL Make a note of 


the name—LOREL. This 
uncommonly excellent 
pure French Brandy costs 
only 37/6 a bottie. Perfect 
for brandies-and-sodas, 
for Christmas cocktails — 
and of course for the 
Christmas pudding. 


NOR 7” diel 
& extiirece 


If these two Brandies have not yet arrived in your locality, 
please write to: 


BRANDIES OF FRANCE LIMITED 
13 Maze “Pond, London, S.E.1 








A copy is yours with our compliments, from anu of our Agents or direct from us. 
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UUUUNAIUUULNNT WVNNUVUNLWUMUUYUUQUQUOOELOUQUOUOGUDEE ODODE HATES 


£4,515 


FOR YOU AT AGE 55 


Mien or women under 45 (sors and daughters too) by setting eside regularly 
the required monthly, half-yearly or yearly emounts under this SUN LIFE OF 
CANADA plan can, for example, receive at age 55 a lump sum— £4,315 for 
men or £4,852 for women—or a private income for life of £264 a year. Any 
ccumulated dividends would be paid in addition. If you are somewhat older 
than 45 now, the fruits of your saving would ccme at, say, age 60 or 65. 
£3,300 FOR YOUR FAMILY If you do not live to continue pay- 
ments regularly until you are 55 your family would receive £3,300. 
INCOME TAX SAVED While you are saving for your later years in 
this way, you would, if you are liable for Income Tax, be entitled to the 
appropriate relief from tax on all premiums you pay. 

SAFEGUARDS FOR YOU Guaranteed Cash and other valve; con- 
tained in the policy after it has been a few years in force would help you to 
meet financial difficulties you might encounter on the way. 

The size of the cash sum or private income depends upon your wiskes 
and the amount you regularly set aside. Adjustments can be made, 
at the outset, to suit your personal requirements—iarge or small. 


By filling in and sending the inquiry form (postage 1}d. if unsealed) 
) can obtan full details suited to you—personally. 


’ ; And may life flow with Flexello smoothness for 
You are under no obligation if you ask for informaticn. = you in all the years to come. Incidentally, 
To M. MACAULAY (Gerard M PS Flexello castors make splendid gifts. They are 
mM. MACULAE Wierens Santger Se Ss, See See ee simple to fit and make a world of difference to 
SUN LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY OF CANADA era any housewife who has them. 
inner wagons, armchairs, settces, beds (espec- 

22, Sun of Canada House, Cockspur Street, London, $.W.1 ially beds)—anything that needs to be ata. 
—mioves at a touch when fitted with 

Flexello castors, And what is most 

NAME important, they are kind to carpets too! 
1 Mr N 


Y ° Ask for them at 
ADDRESS all good ironmongers and stores. 


om | S@& Flexelilo 


3 CASTORS 

“xact date of . = 2 

Exact date of birth ; = FLEXELLO CASTORS & WHEELS LTD., SLOUGH, BUCKS. costs 19/6. 
PU WHIM] Punch Almanack, 1953 [THININ  (MMNE 








I should like to know more about your plan as advertised 
without incurring any obligation. 











britsing best Battery 


MANY EXCLUSIVE FEATURES 


he usual guarantee-and 


ie he. * 


(wo Years Insured life 


NO EXTRA Cost; ° 
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TO WER MAJESTY THE QUEEN 
WOTOR VEMICLE MANUFACTURERS 
FORD MOTOR COMPANY LTO. 


**The meet’s at the Dragon at Bulifield Green. 
The children are round at the stables now. 


Come and collect some compliments in our new Zodiac = 


eT°S A REALLY LOVELY CARI” Shur 
Ufo +5 
ZODIAC 


*S-STAR’' MOTORING 
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Bu Appointment To Her Majesty Queen Eliza! eth if 
WINE MERCHANTS 





GUARANTEED FINEST SEASONED 

“LONDON MADE” PIPEs, 

CUT FROM SELECTED ALGERIAN 
BRIAR ROOT 


Give a case of wine from 


HARVEYS 


of Bristol 


Export Prices from 28 - or $4.00 


ILLUSTRATED “HOME OR EXPORT” 
PRICE LIS'1 ON APPLICATION 


“A good pipe is always a welcome gift” 


ASTLEYS 


108/111, JERMYN STREET, LONDON, S.W.1. 
(Piccadilly Circus End) 


Each and every one of these cases contains 
wines of fragrance and nobility from the 
famous “Bristol Milk” cellars. Choose with 
confidence from this selection which has been 
guided by the wine wisdom of 150 years—or 
send for the complete Christmas Case List, 
together with our illustrated brochure. 





ACTUR 


* The charge includes carriage and packing, and a) 
case will be delivered to any address in Great 
Britain in time for Christmas, if the order is 
received by December 14th. 


BRIGHT STEEL BARS 
Case for Christmas Day—I 06/- 


l 1 bottle Médoc Claret. 
td. 1 bottle Graves Supérieur. 


1 bottle Harvey’s Pirrot Champagne. 4 ; 
1 bottle Harvey’s Hedgepick Sloe Gin w/, Z E Ni T H 


*“Sportsman’s” Case—88/= : . pe : pe 
1 bottle Select Shooting Sherry, full golden RECORDS at 
1 bottle Hunting Port, fine old tawny NEUCHATEL OBSERVATORY 
1 bottle Harvey's Golf Blend Scotch Whisky me 
“ The 19th Hole ” (25 u.p.). ees Be cre, 
fifth time in 5 years 


ZENITH takes 





QUEEN ANNE 


Case No. 1_40/- 
Scorch Whisky 


1 bottie Falanda Sherry, superior rich golden. 
1 bottle Brown Cap Port, old tawny. THE FIRST 
four places in the 


; ; « individual wrist watch 
Case No. 5—60/- class 


1 bottle Merienda Sherry, pale medium dry. 
1 bottle Select Shooting Sherry, full golden. THE FIRST 


= ‘ <a piace in the series 
1 bottle Club Port, old light tawny, special. class for the four best 
wrist watches 


Proud RECORDS indeed. 





Bright to the Last Drop” 


HILL THOMSON & CO.LTD. 
EDINBURGH Est. 1795 
By Appointment 
To Her Majesty the Queen 
Suppliers of Scotch Whisky 


London Office: 40 KING STREET, ST. JAMES’S, S.W.1, TRA 4436 


JOHN HARVEY & SONS LTD T 
Founded 1796 ‘ jee 
12, DENMARK STREET, BRISTOL |. Bristol 2-766! 
ZENITH WA TCH CO 


(GT. BRITAIN) LTD 


noooooooo ooo 119, High Holborn, London, W.C.| 
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Sauphac 


New BP Super! 


For more energy 
per gallon 


N™ BP Super is the petrol with more energy per 
gallon. It puts new life into your car from the very 
first fill. No matter what make or year of car you own, 
you'll find it pulls better on new BP Super. 


More ‘Go'—and longer engine life 


You'll notice livelier performance right from the pac oie acer 
. otogra, courtesy 0, née Autocar 
start — because new BP Super is a smoother-burnin . 
ni P E & | Kingsland Trophy won on new BP Super 
petrol with greater freedom from engine-knock and more 


c In the Kingsland Trophy event for sports cars over 1,900 c.c. 
energy per gallon. You save money, too. New BP Super at the Daily Telegraph International meeting at Brands Hatch, 
: . : “1: ° us A. Scott-Brown used new BP Super in his Lister-Bristol—and 
gives you more miles per shilling and keeps your car. on won by nearly } of a minute. This runaway victory, in which 
the road longer before the engine needs ovcrhaul. Scott-Brown lapped all but the second- and third-place 
, : : winners, shows what lively performance you can get from a car 

Also, new BP Super is specially blenced for winter use. running on a super petrol. New BP Super gives all cars 
It prevents stalling, loss of power and the high petrol greater freedom from engine-knock and more energy per 


‘ ae gallon, 
consumption caused by carburettor icing. 


Change up to new BP Super! 
SUPE uta specially ended foY wunter ude 


The BP Shield is the trade-mark of THE BRITISH PETROLEUM COMPANY LIMITED 

















. a secret that gives 
* Black & White”’ its 
incomparable character, 


smoothness and flavour. 


Have Scotch at its very 
best by calling for 
* Black & White.” 


{lana 
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BLACK: WHITE 


BLAC ‘K & WHITE 


CH} soecias ¢ sever or 
FOLD scotcH wuiskY 


baccarat 


s<orcy 
M WHISKY orsrieRs 
ua 
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AO eeense ncn wens. e 


70° PROOF 


SCOTCH WHISKY 


By Appointmenc 
Scotch Whisky Distillers 


to Her Majesty the Queen 
James Buchanan & Co. Led. 
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Unending Supply 


When you own a Sparklet 
syphon you can use ‘soda’ water 
with careless abandon, because 
you get an endless supply 
at half the usual price. 

When your Sparklet syphon 
goes glug instead of sssh — 
just fill it with water, screw ona 
new Sparklet bulb; a quick twist 
and another big syphon-full 
is ready for the fray. 
It’s all so simple. 


Syphons from 45/- 
Sparklet Bulbs 
5/- a box of 10 


er 
ata * 
SPARKLET 


ayn: 


YOU REFILL IT 


Jo, 


Thee 


From chemists and stores 
SPARKLETS LTD., QUEEN STREET, LONDON, N.1I7 
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MEW ENGLISH ELECTRIC 


HIGH-LEVEL COOKER 


with the heart-high oven 


His is the cooker that’s really new. First in 

Britain with the oven at the right height. 
First to make electric cooking even easier, 
even quicker. 


EASIER because the family-size oven is 
raised; no more pecring, bending and stooping. 
And it is automatically controlled—switches 
itself ON and OFF at pre-selected times. You 
are free to go out and return—perhaps hours 
later—to a perfectly cooked meal. There is a 
four hour Ringer Timer too. 








EASIER because the grill also is raised to 
the same convenient level—and on the shelf- 


type door the heaviest dishes are easily 
handled. 


QUICKER cooking? Yes indeed. The grill 
can be used as an oven ‘booster’ for even 
speedier oven heating. And there are three 
radiant-type hotplates. 

Below is a spacious hot cupboard for warming 
plates and keeping food ready for serving, and 
a storage cabinet for all your pots and pans. 
This new cooker has many work-saving aids 
... it is good looking . . . and is easy to keep 
clean and shining. 


See the EnGusH Exectric High-Level Cooker, 
finished in cream or white enamel, at your Electricity 


Service Centre or your local 
ENGLISH ELectrIC Authorised 
Dealer. Attractive Hire Purchase 


Terms are available, 
NO PURCHASE TAX 


$ 


bringing you 





better living 


The ENGLISH ELECTRIC Company Limited, Domestic Appliance and Television Division, East Lancashire Road, Liverpool 10 





xii 








We contain neither glass nor wire, and our 
eyes are screwed in. We are ever so safe and 
soft and cuddly. You can read all about us in a 
thirty-four page, hand-bag size booklet, full of 
sound advice om the choice of toys for young 

children. Write for your 

free copy to Wendy Boston, 
ly) met Queen Street, Abergavenny, 


gee Mon. 


| Orr TOYS , 
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LES PARFUMS 


WORTH 


DANS LA NUIT IMPRUDENCE REQUETE 
From the better stores, chemists and hairdressers 


PARIS: 120 FAUBOURG, ST. HONORE LONDON: 62 GROSVENOR STREET, W.! 
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it SOMCONE 
Vang Speccag 


An ANTLER companion case is the 
perfect Christmas gift. 

In four styles, they are priced as 
low as 63/-. Your ANTLER dealer 
will be glad to show them to you. 


ask for ANTLER 


to be sure 


Vo Pr 


* Lanes / 


Drop him a hint, 
let him know 
which of these 
delightful cases 
you would 
choose ! 

















BIRMINGHAM , Sigua 
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Have a gimlet. 


Thanks very much... 
a whatiet ? 


A gimlet. 
SEAGERS gin, 
lime juice, 
small iceberg. 
Sounds promising. 
Is it a gimlet if 
the gin isn’t SEAGERS ? 
I daresay, legally, but— 
Ah! I know. You’re 
going to tell me SEAGERS 
is some special kind of gin. 
Let’s put it more cautiously 
and say that gin is merely 
a kind of SEAGERS. 


Seager Evans & Co. Limited, 
The Distillery, London SE8& 


Sho 
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a“ Give a gay gift - 
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M ymmy 


ag TOURS \ 
ass * nem owt. So yo 
c out e content 


EDWARD SHARP & SONS LTD., OF MAIDSTONE, KENT 


‘* The Toffee Specialists '’ 


EDWARD SHARP & SONS LTD., OF MAIDSTONE, KENT 


a4 ** The Toffee Specialists ’’ 








PuncH ALMANACK 


NOVEMBER 7 


SIR COMPTON MACKENZIE AND SIR ROBERT BRUCE LOCKHART 


discuss the merits fa FINE whisky 


“We were asked, Bruce, to give our opinion 
on whisky today. We have both written books 
about it : you even have whisky ancestors!’ 


‘ They came from the same part as this excel- 
lent whisky we are now drinking.’ 


‘What do you like about this whisky 2’ 

‘Well, it is made of good stuff, it is ‘ out of 
the soil’, it has been made for generations, and 
it takes a long, long time to bring this to 


such perfection.’ 


* You told me once’ Sir Compton went on ‘ that 
a fine whisky was something artistic. Did you 


mean the skill that goes into it : Because that 
must come from the people Grants,employ.’ 


“It does. I believe it is in their blood: they 
have got it there in the Highlands : they have 
got the skill and the feel for it. The story of 
Grants is a wonderful story.’ 


‘Incidentally, Bruce, do. you know this 
whisky as GRANTS Of STAND FAST?’ 


‘Stand Fast is known all over the world. I 
once wrote a ‘ purple passage’ about it, and I 
think at the time I said Grants stand fast all 
over the world, just as their whisky does.’ 


* This conversation between Sir Compton Mackenzie and Sir Robert Bruce Lockhart was recorded at Sir Compton’s Edinburgh home 


when the clans gether wy 
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